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OTHELLO. 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio^ a senator. 

Two other Senators. 

Gratiano, brother to Br abantio. 

LoDOvico^ kinsman to Brabantio. 

Othello, the Moor. 

Cassio, his lieutenant. 

Iago, his ancient. 

RoDERiGO, a Venetian gentleman. 

MoNTANO, Othello's predecessor in the government of 

Cyprus. 
Clown, servant to Othello, 
Herald, 

Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio, and wife to Othello. 

Emilia, wife to lago. 

BiANCA, a courtezan, mistress to Cassio. 

Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musiciam, Sailors, At* 

tendants, S^c. 

SCENE, for the first Act, in Venice ; during the rest of 
the Play, at a Sea-port in Cyprus. 




SCENE I.— rei 



A Street. 



Enter Rodesigo and Iago. 

Rod. Tusl), never tell me ; I taku it much unkindly. 
That thou, Iago, — who hast had my purse. 
An if the airings were thine, — should'st know of this. 

Iago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me:— 
If ever [ did dream of such a matter. 
Abhor me. 
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Rod. Thou told'st me, thou didst hold him in thy hate. 
lago. Despise mc, if I do not. Three great ones of 
the city. 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant. 
Oft capp'd to him ; — and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance. 
Horribly stuff 'd with epithets of war ; 
And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; for certes, says he, 
/ have already c/iose my officer. 
And what was he ? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician. 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ; 
That never set a squadron in the field. 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric. 
Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice. 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 
And I, — of whom his eyes had seen the proof. 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds. 
Christian and heathen, — must be belee'd and calm'd 
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster; 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I, (God bless the mark !) his Moor-ship's ancient. 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
man. 

lago. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curse of service; 
Prefennent goes by letter, and affection. 
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SCENE I. THE MOOR OF VENICE. J 

Not by the old gradation^ where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself. 
Whether I in any just term am affin'd 
To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

lago. O sir, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly followed. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass. 
For nought but provender ; and, when he's old, cashiered; 
Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are. 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd their 

coats. 
Do themselves homage: these fellows have some soul; 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be lago : 
In following him, I follow but myself; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve. 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 



8 OTHELLOj ACT I. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick lips owe. 
If he can carry't thus ! 

lago. Call up her father; 
Rouse him : make after him^ poison his delight^ 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell. 
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy. 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't. 
As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father's house ; Fll call aloud. 

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell. 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod. What, ho ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio, ho ! 

/ago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! thieves! thieves! 
thieves ! 
Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags I 
Thieves ! thieves ! 

Brabantio, abovcy at a window. 

Sra. What is the reason of this terrible summons f 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within f 

lago. Arc your doors lock'd ? 

Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this i 

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you are robb'd ; for shame, put 
on your gown ; 
Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell. 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 
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Arise, I say. 

Bra, What, have you lost your wits ? 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice ? 

Bra. Not I ; What are you i 

Rod. My name is — Roderigo. 

Bra. The worse welcome : 
I have charg'd thee, not to haunt about my doors : 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say. 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness. 
Being full of supper, and distempering draughts. 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir, 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure. 
My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing? this is Venice; 
My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 
In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you are one of those, that will 
not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come 
to do you service/* you think we are ruffians : You'll 
have your daughter covered with a Barbary horse; 
you'll have your nephews neigh to you; you'll have 
coursers for cousins, and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou i 

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast with 
two backs. 

Bra, Thou art a villain. 

AS 
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lago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I beseech you. 
If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent, 
(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daughter. 
At this odd-even and dull watch o'the night. 
Transported — ^with no worse nor better guard. 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, — 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 
If this be known to you, and your allowance. 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
AVc have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe. 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter, — if you have not given her leave, — 
I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes. 
In an extravagant and wheeling stranger. 
Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yourself: 
If she be in her chamber, or your house. 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho ! 
Give me a taper ; — call up all my people : — 
This accident is not unlike my dream. 
Belief of it oppresses me already : — 
Light, I say ! light ! [£x//, from above. 

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 
It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 
To be produced (as, if I stay, I shall,) 
Against the Moor : For, I do know, the state^ — 
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SCENE I. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 11 

However this may gall him with some check, — 

Cannot with safety cast him ; for he's embark'd ' 

With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 

(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls. 

Another of his fathom they have not. 

To lead their business : in which regard. 

Though I do hate him as I do hell pains. 

Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love. 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find 

him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd search ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. [ElrtY. 

EfUer, below, Brabantio, and Servants, with torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what's to come of my despised time. 
Is nought but bitterness. —Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her f — O, unhappy girl ! — 
With the Moor, say'st thou ? — ^Who would be a fa- 
ther ?— 
How didst thou know 'twas she ? — O, thou deceiv'st me 
Past thought! — What said she to you?— Get more 

tapers ; 
Raise all my kindred.— Are they married* think you t 

Rod, Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra, O heaven! — How got she out?— O treason of 
the blood ! — 
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. — Aire there not charms^ 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Roderig<v 
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Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. — O, that you had had 
her! — 
Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think, I can discover him ; if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I'll call ; 
I may command at most ; — Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special officers of night. — 
On, good Roderigo ; — I'll deserve your pains. \^Exeunf. 



SCENE U.—The same. Another Street. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants. 

lago. Though in the trade of war I have slain men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o'the conscience. 
To do no contriv'd murder ; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the ribs. 

0th. Tis better as it is. 

Iago. Nay, but he prated. 
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 
That, with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hai'd forbear him. But, [ pray, sir. 
Are you fast married ? for, be sure of this, — 
That the magnifico is much beloved ; 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's; he will divorce you ; 
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Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his mighty to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable. 

0th. Let him do his spite ; 
My services, which I have done the signiory. 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know^ 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 
I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May speak, unbonnetted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd : For know, lago. 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look! what lights come yon- 
der ? 

Enter Cassio, at a distance^ and certain Officers with 

torches. 

lago. These are the raised father, and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

0th. Not I : I must be found ; 
My parts, my title, and my perfect soul. 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

lago. By Janus^ I think no. 

0th. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news f 

Cas. The duke does greet you, general ; 
And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance^. 
Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you t 
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Cos, Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
It is a business of some heat : the gallies 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another's heels ; 
And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met. 
Are at the duke's already : You have been hotly call'd 

for; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three several quests. 
To search you out. 

0th. Tis well I am found by you. 
I will but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. \^Exit. 

Cos. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

lago. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land carack; 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

liigo. He's married. 

Cas. To who ? 

Re-enter Othello. 

lago. MaiTy, to— Come, captain, will you go i 

0th. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

JB/i/er Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of nighi, 

with torches and weapons. 

lago. It is Brabantio : — General, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 
OtL Hola ! stand there ! 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief! [T/tetf draw on both sidci^ 
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lago. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you. 

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will 
rust them. — 
Good signior, you shall more command with years. 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow'd mv 
daughter ? 
DamnVl as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 
For ril refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and happy ; 
So opposite to marriage, that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation. 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock. 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou : to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense, 
Tliat thou heist practised on her with foul charms ; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or mhierals. 
That waken motion : — I'll have it disputed on ; 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee;^ 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant:— 
Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist. 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Olh. Hold your hands. 
Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to iight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison : till fit time 
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Of law^ and coarse of direct scssionj 
Call thee to answer. 

0th. What if I do obey ? 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied. 
Whose messengers are here about my side. 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him ? 

Off. Tis true, most worthy signior. 
The duke's in council ; and your noble self, 
1 am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in council ! 
In this time of the night ! — Bring him away : 
Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself. 
Or any of my brothers of the state. 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be. 

\^Exeunt. 



SCENE in, — The same. A Council-chamber. 

Tlie Duke and Senators, sitting at a table ; Officers at- 

teiuling. 

Duke. There is no composition in these news. 
That gives them credit. 

1st Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion 'd ; 
My letters say, a hundred and seven gallies. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

2d Sepi. And mine, two hundred : 
But though they jump not on a just account, * 
(As m these cases, where the aim reports. 
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Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment ; 
I do not so secure me in the error. 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [Within.'\ What ho ! what ho ! what ho ! 

Enter an Officer, with a Sailor. 

Off. A messenger from the gallies. 

Duke. Now ? the business ? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes ; 
So was I bid report here to the state. 
By signior Angelo. 

Dttke. How say you by this change i 

Ist Sen. This cannot be^ 
By no assay of reason ; 'tis a pageant^ 
To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 
And let ourselves again but understand. 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile question bear it. 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace. 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress'd in : — if we make thought of this. 
We must not think the Turk is so unskilful. 
To leave that latest which concerns him first ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease, and gain. 
To wake, and wage, a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 

Off. Here is more news. 
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Enter a Messenger, 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there injointcd them with an after fleet. 

1st Sen, Ay, so I thought : — How many, as you guessf 

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cypnis. — Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor. 
With his free duty recommends you thus. 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. Tis certain then for Cyprus. — 
Marcus Lucchcse, is he not in town ? 

1st Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us; wish him post-post-haste: 
despatch. 

1st Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago, Roderigo, and 

Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ 
you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ; 

[7b Brabantio. 
We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business. 
Hath rais'd me from my bed; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
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Is of SO flood-gate and o'erbearing nature, 
Tliat it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what's the matter ? 
Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 
Sen. Dead ? 
Bra. Ay, to me ; 
She is abus'd, stoFn from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err. 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 

Sans witchcraft could not 

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 
Afler your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in vour action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems. 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 
Hath hither brought. 
Duke Sf Sen, We are very sorry for it. 
Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to this ? 

[To Othello. 
Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 
0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 
My very noble and approv'd good masters, — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 
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And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith. 

Till now, some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 

Their dearest action in the teated field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause. 

In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious patience^ 

I will a round unvamish'd tale deliver 

Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charm»j 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For such proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 

I won his daughter with. 

Bra, A maiden never bold ; 
Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush'd at herself; And she, — in spite of nature. 
Of* years, of country, credit, every thing, — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect. 
That will confess — perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with some mixtures powerful o*er the bloody 
Or with some dram conju?d to this effect. 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof; 
Without more certain and more overt test. 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming, do prefer against him. 

1st Sen. But, Othello, speak ; — 
Did you, by indirect and forced courses^ 
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Subdue and poison this young maid's aifections ? 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth f 

0th. I do beseech you. 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Dvke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th, Ancient, conduct them; you best know the 
place. — [Exeunt Iago and Attendants. 

And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love. 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me ; - 
Still question'd me the story of my life. 
From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes. 
That I have pass*d. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances. 
Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 
Of hair-breadth scapes i'the imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe. 
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence. 
And portance in my travel's history : 
Wherein of antres vast, and desarts idle, 

VOL. XVII. B 



2S OTHELLO, ACT I. 

Hough quarries, rocks, and liills whose heads touch 

heaven. 
It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat. 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. Tliese things to hear. 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch. 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which I observing. 
Took once a pliant hour ; «nd fxiund good, means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest lieart. 
That I would all my j)ilgrimagc dilate. 
Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 
l?ut not intentivelv : I did consent ; 
And often did beguile her of her tears. 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke, 
lliat my youth suffer'd. My story being done. 
She gave me for m}' pains a world of sighs : 
She swore, — In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange ; 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 
She wish'd, she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd me; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake ; 
She lov'd mo for the dangers [ had pass'd ; 
And I lov'-d her, that she did i)ity them, 
'j'his only is tlie witchcraft I have us'd ; 
Here comes the ladv, let her witness it. 
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Enter Desdemona, Iago^ and Attendants. 

Duke. I thinks this tale would win my daughter too. — 
Good Brabantio^ 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use. 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra, I pray you, hear her speak ; 
If she confess, that dhe was half the wooer. 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hithei^, gentle mistress; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company. 
Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you, I am bound for4ife, and education ; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father. 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra, God be witli you ! — I have done :— • 
Please it your grace, on to the state aifairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it. — 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. — For your sake, jewels 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would t«ach me tyranny. 
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To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke, Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sentence. 
Which, as a gryse, or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended. 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone. 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd, that smiles^ steals something from the thief; 
He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow. 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides> are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear. 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Duke, Tlie Turk, with a most mighty preparation, 
makes for Cyprus : — Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is best known to you : And though we have there a 
substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a 
sovereign mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice 
on you : you must therefore be content to slubber the 
gloss of your new fortunes with this more stubborn and 
boisterous expedition. 

0th, The tyrant custom, most grave senators. 
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Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity^ 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 
With such accommodation, and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please, 
Be*t at her father's. 

Bra. rU not have it so, 

0th. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside. 
To put my father in impatient thoughts. 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ; 
And let me find a charter in your voice. 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona ? 

De$. That I did love the Moor to live with him. 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ; my heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts. 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me. 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
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By hi8 dear absence : Let me go with him. 

0th. Your voices, lords: — 'beseech you, let her will 
Have a free way. 

Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not. 
To please the palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young affects. 
In my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant. 
For she is with me : No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feathered Cupid seel with wanton dulness 
My speculative and active instruments. 
That my disports corrupt and taint my business. 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm. 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation ! 

Duke, Be it as you shall privately determine. 
Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries — hastr. 
And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night. 

Des. To-night, my lord f 

Duke. Tliis night. 

0th. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i'the morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind. 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect. 
As doth import you. 

0th. Please your grace, my ancient ; 
A man he is of honesty, and trust : 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what else needful your good grace shall think 
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To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 
Good night to every one. — And, noble signior, 

[To Brabantio. 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Is^ Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her. Moor; have a quick eye to see; 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, 8^c. 

0th. My life upon her faith. — Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 
Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction. 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

lExeunt Othello and Desdemona. 

Rod. lago. 

lago. What say'st thou, noble heart i 

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou ? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 

lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee after 
it. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a torment: 
and then have we a prescription to die, when death is 
our physician. 

lago. O villainous ! I have looked upon the world 
for four times seven years : and, since I could distin- 
guish between a benefit and an injury, I never found a 
man that knew how to love himself. Ere I would say. 
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I would drown myself for the love of a Guinea-hen^ I 
would change my humanity with a bahoon. 

Rod, What should I do ? I confess, it is my shame 
to be so fond ; but it is not in virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue f a fig ! 'tis in ourselves, that we arc 
thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens; to the 
which, our wills are gardeners ; so that if we will plant 
nettles, or sow lettuce; set hyssop, and weed up thyme; 
supply it with one gender of herbs, or distract it with 
many; either to have it steril with idleness, or manured 
with industry ; why, the power and corrigible authority 
of this lies in our wills. If the balance of our lives had 
not one scale of reason to poise another of sensuality^ 
the blood and baseness of our natures would conduct 
us to most preposterous conclusions : But we have rea- 
son to cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our 
unbitted lusts; whereof I take this, that you call — love, 
to be a sect, or scion. 

Hod. It cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a permis- 
sion of the will. Come, be a man: Drown thyself? 
drown cats, and blind puppies. I have professed me 
thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy deserving with 
cables of perdurable toughness ; I could never better 
stead thee than now. Put money in thy purse ; follow 
these wars ; defeat thy favour with an usurped beard ; 
I say, put money in thy purse. It cannot be, that 
Desdemona should long continue her love to the Moor, 
— put money in thy purse ; — nor he his to her : it was 
a violent commencement, and thou shalt sec an an- 
swerable sequestration ; — put but money in thy purse. 
• — ^These Moors are changeable in their wills ; — fill thy 
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purse with money: the food, that to him now is as 
luscious as locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as 
coloquintida. She must change for youth : when she 
is sated with his body, she will find the error of her 
choice. — She must have change, she must : therefore 
put money in thy purse. — If thou wilt needs damn thy- 
self, do it a more delicate way than drowning. Make 
all the money thou canst : If sanctimony and a frail 
vow, betwixt an erring barbarian and a supersubtle 
Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe 
of hell, thou shalt enjoy her ; therefore make money. 
A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way: 
seek thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, 
than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Will thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on 
the issue ? 

lago. Thou art sure of me ; — Go, make money : — I 
have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor : my cause is hearted ; thine hath no 
less reason : Let us be conjunctive in our revenge 
against him : if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost thy- 
self a pleasure, and me a sport. There are many events 
in the womb of time, which will be delivered. Tra- 
verse ; go ; provide thy money. We will have more of 
this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Sod. Where shall we meet i'the morning ? 

lago. At my lodging. 

Rod* I'll be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo? 

Rod. What say you ? 

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 

Rod. I am changed. I'll sell all my land. 
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logo. Go to ; farewell : put money enough in your 
purse. [£xiV Rodbbigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane. 
If I would time expend with such a snipe. 
But for my sport and profit, I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 
He has done my office : I know not if 't be tme ; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 
Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio's a proper man : Let me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 
A double knavery, — How ? how ? — Let me see : — 
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear. 
That he is too familiar with his wife : — 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose. 
To be suspected ; fram'd to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature. 
That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose. 
As asses are. 

I hav't ; — it is engendered : — Hell and night 
Mu6t bring this monstrous birth to the world's light. 

[Exit. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. — J Sea-^ort Town in Cyprus. A Platform. 

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 

Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea? 

Is^ Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought flood; 
I cannot^ 'twixt the heaven and the main^ 
Descry a sail. 

Mon, Methinks^ the wind hath spoke aloud at land ; 
A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements ; 
If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea^ 
What ribs of oak^ when mountains melt on them^ 
Can hold the mortise P what shall we hear of this i 

2d Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet : 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore. 
The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind-^hakM surge, with high and monstrous main. 
Seems to cast water on the burning bear. 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 
I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 
Be not inshelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd ; 
It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 
3d Gent. News, lords ! our wars are done ; 
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The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
That their designment halts : A noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon, How ! is this tine ? 

3d Gent. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself 's at sea. 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor. 

3d Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speak of 
comfort. 
Touching the Turkish loss, — ^yet he looks sadly. 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. 'Pray heaven he be ; 
For I have serv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let^d to the sea-side, ho ! 
As well to see the vessel that's come in. 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue. 
An indistinct regard. 

3d Gent. Come, let's do so ; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle. 
That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements. 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea \ 
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Mon. Is he well shipp'd ? 

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes^ not surfeited to deaths 
Stand in bold cure. 

[Within.l A sail^ a sail^ a sail ! 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Cas. What noise ? 

4th Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow o'the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry-r-a sail. 

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 

2d Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy : 

[Guns heard. 
Our friends, at least. 

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth. 
And give us triith who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

2d Gent. I shall. [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd ? 

Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a maid. 
That paragons description, and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 
And in the essential vesture of creation. 
Does bear all excellency. — How nowf who has put inf 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

2d Gent. Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cas. He has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel. 
As having sense, of beauty, do omit 
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Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A se'nnight's speed. — Great Jove, Othello guard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 
Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms. 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits. 
And bring all Cyprus comfort ! — O, behold. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Roderigo, and 

Attendants. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees : — 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven^ 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand^ 
Enwheel thee round ! 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas. He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 

Des. O, but I fear; — How lost you company ? 

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : But, hark ! a sail. 

[Cry within, A sail, a sail ! Then guns heard. 

2d Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. — [£xtV Gentleman. 
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Good ancient^ you are welcome ; — ^Welcome, mis- 
tress : — [To Emilia. 
Let it not gall your patience, good lago. 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kissing her, 

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips. 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You'd have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no speech. 

lago. In faith, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart. 
And chides with thinking. 

EmiL You have little cause to say so. 

lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out of 
doors. 
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens. 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your 
beds. 

Des. O, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 

lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk ; 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You shall not write my praise. 

lago. No, let me not. 

Des. What would'st thou write of me, if thou should'st 
praise me ? 

lago. O, gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For I am nothing, if not critical. 

Des. Come on, assay :— There's one gone to the har- 
bour ? 



36 OTHELLO, ACT II. 

lago. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not meny ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 
Come, how would'st thou praise me ? 

lago. I am about it : but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize; 
It plucks out brains and all f But my muse labours. 
And thus she is delivered. 
If she be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit. 
The one's for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well prais'd ! How if she be black and witty r 

lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit^, 
She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Einil. How, if fair and foolish ? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ; 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Des. These are all fond paradoxes, to make fools laugh 
i'the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for 
her that's foul and foolish ? 

lago. There's none so foul, and foolish thereunto. 
But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do 

Des. O heavy ignorance! — thou praisest the worst 
best. But what praise could'st thou bestow on a de- 
serving woman indeed ? one, that, in the authority of 
her merit, did justly put on the vouch of very malice 
itself? 

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her wish, and yet said, — now Imay; 
She that^ being^anger'd, her revenge being nigb> 







SCENE II. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 37 

Bade her wrong stay^ and her displeasure ily : 
She that in wisdom never was so frail^ 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail ; 
She that could think^ and ne'er disclose her mind> 
See suitors following^ and not look behind ; 
She was a wight,r— if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what ? 

logo. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. 

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! — ^Do 
not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband. 
— How say you, Cassio? is he not a most profane and 
Uberal counsellor f 

Cas. He speaks home, madam ; yon may relish him 
more in the soldier, than in the scholar. 

lago. lAside.l He takes her by the palm : Ay, well 
said, whisper: with as little a web as this, will I ensnare 
as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; I 
will gyve thee in thine own courtship. You say true ; 
'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as these strip you out of 
your lieutenantry, it had been better you had not kissed 
your three fingers so oft, which now again you are most 
apt to play the sir in. Very good; well kissed! an 
excellent courtesy ! 'tis so, indeed. Yet again your 
fingers to your lips ? would, they were clyster-pipes for 

your sake! [Trun^t.'] The Moor, I know his 

trumpet. 

Cas. 'Tis truly so. 

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Cas. Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants, 
0th. O my fair warrior ! 
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Des. My dear Othello ! 

0th. It gives me wonder, great as my content. 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death ! 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus-high ; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear. 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid. 
But that our loves and comforts should increase^ 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 
I cannot speak enough of this content. 
It stops me here; it is too much of joy ; 
And this, and this, the greatest discords be, \_Kimng her. 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

lago. O, you are well tun'd now ! 
But I'll set down the pegs that make this music. 
As honest as I am. \^Asidt. 

0th. Come, let's to the castle. — 
News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are drown'd. 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle f — 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. — I pr'ythee, good lago. 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
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He is a good one^ and his worthiness 

JDoes challenge much respect. — Come, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come hither. If thou be'st valiant, as (they say) base 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their na- 
tures more than is native to them, — list me. The lieu- 
tenant to-night watches on the court of guard : — First, 
I must tell thee this — Desdemona is directly in love 
with him. 

Rod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible. 

lago. Lay thy finger — thus, and let thy soul be in- 
structed. Mark me with what violence she first loved 
the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantastical 
lies : And will she love him still for prating ? let not 
thy discreet heart think it. Her eye must be fed ; and 
what delight shall she have to look on the devil f 
When the blood is made dull with the act of sport, 
there should be, — again to inflame it, and to give sa- 
tiety a fresh appetite, — loveliness in favour ; sympathy 
in years, manners, and beauties ; all which the Moor is 
defective in : Now, for want of these acquired conve- 
niences, her delicate tenderness will find itself abused, 
begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; 
very nature will instruct her in it, and compel her to 
some second choice. Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a 
most pregnant and unforced position,) who stands so 
eminently in the degree of this fortune, as Cassio does? 
a knave very voluble ; no further conscionable, than in 
patting on the mere form of civil and humane seeming, 
for the better compassing of his salt and most hidden 
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loose affection ? why, none ; why, none : A sHppery 
and subtle knave ; a finder out of occasions ; that has 
an eye can stamp and counterfeit advantages, though 
true advantage never present itself: A devilish knave! 
besides, the knave is handsome, young ; and hath all 
those requisites in him, that folly and green minds look 
after: A pestilent complete knave; and the woman 
hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of most 
blessed condition. 

lago. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks is made 
of grapes : if she had been blessed, she would never 
have loved the Moor : Blessed pudding ! Didst thou, 
not see her paddle with the palm of his hand ? didst 
not mark that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but this was but courtesy. 

lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index, and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They 
met so near with their lips, that their breaths embraced 
together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo ! when these 
mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes 
the roaster and main exercise, the incorporate conclu- 
sion : Pish ! — But, sir, be you ruled by me : I have 
brought you from Venice. Vl^atch you to-night ; for 
the command, FU lay't upon you : Cassio knows you 
not; — rU not be far from you : Do you find some oc- 
casion to anger Cassio, either by speaking too loud, or 
tainting his discipline ; or from wliat other course you 
please, which the time shall more favourably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler; and, 
haply, with his truncheon may strike at you : Provoke 
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him^ that he may : for^ even out of that^ will I cause 
these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose quahfication shall 
come into no true taste again^ but by the displanting 
of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter journey to your 
desires^ by the means I shall then have to prefer them; 
and the impediment most profitably removed^ without 
the which there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this^ if I can bring it to any oppor- 
tunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit: 
The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not, — 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now I do love her too ; 
Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure, 
I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 
But partly led to diet my revenge. 
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap'd into my seat: the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul. 
Till I am even with him, wife for wife ; 
Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,— 
If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 
111 have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 
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Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb, — 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me. 

For making him egregiously an ass. 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 

Even to madness. Tis here, but yet confus'd ; 

Knavery's plain face is never seen, till us'd. [£riV. 



SCENE II.—J Street. 

Enter a Herald with a proclamation ; People following. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, im- 
porting the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every 
man put himself into triumph; some to dance, some to 
make bonfires, each man to what sport and revels his 
addiction leads him; for, besides these beneficial news, 
it is the celebration of his nuptials : So much was his 
pleasure should be proclaimed. All offices are open ; 
and there is full liberty of feasting, from this present 
hour of five, till the bell hath told eleven. Heaven 
bless the isle of Cyprus, and our noble general, Othel- 
lo ! lExewU. 



SCENE III.— ^ Hall in the CaUle. 

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and Attendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night : 
liCt's teach ourselves that honourable stop. 
Not to out-sport discretion. 
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Cos. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding^ with my personal eye 
Will I look to't. 

0th. lago is most honest. 
Michael^ good night : To-morrow, with our earliest. 
Let me have speech with you. — Come, my dear love. 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

[To Desdemona. 
That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you. — 
Good night. lExeunt Oth. Des. and Attend. 

Enter Iago. 

Cos. Welcome, lago : We must to the watch. 

logo. Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten 
o'clock : Our general cast us thus early, for the love of 
his Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore blame ; he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her: and she 
is sport for Jove. 

Cos. She's a most exquisite lady. 

Iago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate creature. 

Iago. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds a 
parley of provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet, methinks, right mo 
dest. 

Iago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alann to 
love? 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come, lieu- 
tenant, I have a stoop of wine ; and here without are 
a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a mea- 
sure to the health of the black Othello. 
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Cos, Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor and 
unhappy brains for drinking : I could well wish cour- 
tesy would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

lago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup : Til 
drink for you. 

Cos. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified tQO, and, behold, what innovation 
it makes here : I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare not task my weakness with any more. 

lago. What, man ! 'tis a night of revels ; the gal- 
lants desire it. 

Cas. Where are they ? 

lago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in. 

Cas. I'll do't; but it dislikes me. [Exit Cassio. 

lago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and oflFence 
As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool, Ro- 

derigo. 
Whom love has turn'd almost the wrong side outward^ 
To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep ; and he's to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus, — noble swelling spirita. 
That hold their honours in a wary distance. 
The very elements of this warlike isle, — 
Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups. 
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of drunk* 

ards. 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may ofi^end the isle : — But here they come : 
If consequence do but approve my dream. 
My boat sails freely, boUi with wind and stream. 
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Re-enter Cassio^ with him Montano, and Gentlemen. 

Cos. Tore heaven, they have given me a rouse al- 
ready. 

Man. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as I 
am a soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho ! 

And let me the canakin clink, clink ; ^ [Sings. 
And let mt the canakin clink : 

A soldier^ $ a man ; 

A life's but a span ; 
Why then let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! \Wine brought in. 

Cos. Tore heaven, an excellent song. 

lago. I learned it in England, where (indeed) they 
are most potent in potting : your Dane, your German, 
and your swag-bellied Hollander, — Drink, ho ! — are 
nothing to your English. 

Cos. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ? 

lago. Why, he drinks, you, with facility, your Dane 
dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; 
he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle 
can be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general. 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and I'll do you justice. 

lago. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen was a worthy peer, 
His breeches cost him but a crown ; 

He held them sixpence all too dear. 
With that he calTd the tailor — lown. 
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He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree : 

'TU pride that pulk the country down, 
Then take thine auld chak about thee. 

Some wine, ho ! 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the 
other. 

Jago. Will you hear it again f 

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that does those things. — Well, — Heaven's above all ; 
and there be souls that must be saved, and there be 
souls must not be saved. 

lago. It's true, good lieutenant. 

Cos. For mine own part, — no oflFence to the general, 
nor any man of quality, —I hope to be saved. 

Jago, And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's have 
no more of this ; let's to our affairs.^-Forgive us our 
sins ! — Gentlemen, let's look to our business. Do not 
think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my ancient ; — 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand : — I am 
not drunk now ; I can stand well enough, and speak 
well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Cos. Why, very well, then : you must not think thea 
that I am drunk. [£ji/. 

Moil. To the platform, masters ; come, let's set the 
watch. 

lago. You see this fellow, that is gone before;— 
He is a soldier, hi to stand by Caesar 
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And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 

Tis to his virtue a just equinox^ 

The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 

I fear^ the trust Othello puts him ii^, 

On some odd time of his infirmity^ 

Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus i 

logo. Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep ; 
He'll watch the horologe a double set^ 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well, 
Ihe general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils : Is not this true i 

Enter Roderigo. 

lago. How now, Roderigo ? [Audt^ 

I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. [£rtV Roderigo. 

Man. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second. 
With one of an ingraft infirmity: 
It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

/ago. Not I, for this fair island : 
I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ? 

[Cry within, — Help, help ! 

Re-enier Cassio, driving in Roderigo. 

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal ! 
Mon. What's the matter^ lieutenant i 
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Cas. A knave ! — teach me my duty! 
I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

Rod. Beat me ! 

Cas, Dost thou prate^ rogue? {^Striking Roderigo* 

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant; [Staying Mm, 

I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cas, Lebme go, sir. 
Or ril knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mon, Come, come, you're drunk. 

Cas, Drunk! ITha/ fight. 

lago. Away, I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny. 

[A^di to Rod. who goes out. 
Nay, good lieutenant^ — alas, gentlemen, — 
Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir ;— 
Help, masters ! — Here's a goodly watch, indeed ! 

[Bell rings. 
Who's that that rings the bell ? — Diablo, ho ! 
The town will rise*: God's will, lieutenant ! hold; 
You will be sham'd for ever. 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

0th, What is the matter here i 

Mon, I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ; — he dies. 

0th, Hold, for your lives. 

lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano^ — gen- 
tlemen, — 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty i 
Hold, hold! the general speaks to you; hold, for shame! 

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are we turn'd Turks ; and to ourselves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites i 
Vox christian shame^ put by this barbarous brawl : 
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He that stirs next to cai*ve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell ! it frights the isle 
From her propriety. — What is the matter, masters?— ^ 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 

lago, I do not know ;— friends all but now, even now. 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Divesting them for bed : and then, but now, 
(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast^ 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And 'would in action glorious I had lost 
These legs, that brought me to a part of it ! 

0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot f 

Cos. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak. 

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure; What's the matter^ 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now offends 

me, — 
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 
By me that's said or done amiss this night; 
Unless self-charity be sometime a vice ; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin. 
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When violence assails us. 
Oth. Now, by heaven. 
My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment collied. 
Assays to lead the way : If I once stir. 
Or do but Ufb this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he that is approv'd in this offence. 
Though' he had twinn*d with me, both at a {>irth. 
Shall lose me. — ^What ! in a town of war. 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear. 
To manage private and domestic quarrel. 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
Tis monstrous. — lago, who began it ? 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office^ 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 
Thou art no soldier. 

logo. Touch me not so near : 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
' Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — ^Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech. 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determin'd sword. 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,) 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot^ 
Outran my purpose ; and I returned the rather, 
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For that I heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 
I ne'er might say before : When I came back, 
(For this was brief,) I found them close together. 
At blow and thrust ; even as again they were. 
When you yourself did part them. ' 

More of this matter can I not report :— 
But men are men ; the best sometimes forget :— 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,— 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best,—* 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, received. 
From him that fled, some strange indignity^ 
Which patience could not pass. 

Oth. I know, lago. 
Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Cassio : — Cassio, I love thee; 
But never more be oflicer of mine.— 

Enter Desdemona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up ;— 
ril make thee an example. 

Des. What's the matter, dear ? 

Oth. All's well now, sweeting ; Come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts. 
Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

[lb MoNTANO, who is led off. 
lago, look with care about the town ; 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.— 
Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldiers' life. 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife. 

^Exeunt all but Iago and Cassio. 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant f 
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Cos, Ay, past all surgery. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I have 
lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal part, sir, 
of myself, and what remains is bestial. — ^My reputa- 
tion, lago, my reputation ! 

logo. As I am an honest man, I thought you had 
received some bodily wound ; there is more offence in 
that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and 
most false imposition ; oft got without merit, and lost 
without deserving: You have lost no reputation at all, 
unless you repute yourself such a loser. What, mani 
there are ways to recover the general again : You arc 
but now cast in his mood, a punishment more in policy 
than in malice; even so as one would beat his offence* 
less dog, to affright an imperious lion: sue to him 
again, and he's yours. 

Cas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to deceive 
so good a commander, with so slight, so drunken, and 
so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and speak parrot ? and 
squabble? swagger? swear? and discourse fostian with 
one's own shadow ? — O thou invisible spirit of wine, if 
thou hast no name to be known by, let us call thee— 
devil ! 

lago. What was he that you followed with your 
sword ? What had he done to "Jrou ? 

Cos. I know not. 

lago. Is it possible ? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing dis- 
tinctly; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O, that 
men should put an enemy in their mouths, to steal 
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away their brains ! that we should^ with joy, revel, 
pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves into beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough : IIow 
came you thus recovered ? 

Cas, It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to give 
place to the devil, wrath: one imperfectness shows me 
another, to make me frankly despise myself. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraller : As the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country 
stands, I could heartily wish this had not befallen; but, 
since it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again ; he shall tell 
me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hy- 
dra, such an answer would stop them all. To be now 
a sensible man, by and by a fool, and presently a beast! 
O strange ! — Every inordinate cup is unblessed, and 
the ingredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used ; exclaim no more against 
it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you think I love 
you. 

Gas. I have well approved it, sir; — I drunk ! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some 
time, man. FU tell you what you shall do. Our ge- 
neral's wife is now the general ; — I may say so in this 
respect, for that he hath devoted and given up himself 
to the contemplation, mark, and denotement of her 
parts and graces: confess yourself freely to her; im- 
portune her; she'll help to put you in your place again: 
she is of so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposi- 
tion, that she holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do 
more than she is requested : This broken joint, between 

VOL. XVII. D 
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you and her husband^ entreat her to sphnter ; and^ my 
fortunes against any lay worth naming, this crack of 
your love shall grow stronger than it was before, 

Cas. You advise me well. 

lago. I protest^ in the sincerity of love^ and honest 
kindness. 

Cos. I think it freely ; and, betimes in the mornings 
I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for 
me : I am desperate of my fortunes^ if they check me 
here. 

logo. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant; 
I must to the watch. 

Cas. Good night, honest lago. [Exit Cassio. 

lago. And what's he then, that says^ — I play the 
villain ? 
When this advice is free, I give, and honesty 
Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 
To win the Moor again ? For 'tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit ; she's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, — were't to renounce his baptism^ 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin^ — 
His soul is so enfetter'd to her love. 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list^ 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak function. How am I then a villain^ 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course^ 
Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell ! 
When devils will their blackest sins put on. 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows^ 
As I do now : For while this honest fool 
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Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes. 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I'll pour this pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals him for her body's lust ; 

And, by how much she strives to do him good. 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make the net. 

That shall enmesh them all. — How now, Roderigo ? 

Enter Roderigo. 

Mod, I do follow here in the chace, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is 
almost spent; I have been to-night exceedingly well cud- 
gelled ; and, I think, the issue will be — I shall have so 
much experience for my pains : and so, with no money 
at all, and a little more wit, return to Venice. 

lago. How poor are they, that have not patience ! — 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st, we work by wit, and not by witchcraft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee. 
And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio : 
Though other things grow fair against the sun. 
Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe : 
Content thyself a while. — By the mass, 'tis morning ; 
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short. — 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two things are to be 

done ; — 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
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ril set her on ; 

Myselt^ the while, to draw the Moor apart. 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 

Soliciting his wife : — Ay, that's the way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay* [£jfY. 



k. 



ACT III. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 57 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Before the Castle. 

Enter Cassio, and some Musicians, 

Cas. Masters, pLiy horc, I will content your pains^ 
Something that's brief; and bid — good morrow, gene- 
ral. [Music. 

Enter Chun. 

Clo. Whv, masters, have vour instruments been at 
Naples, that they speak i'the nose thus ? 

\st Mus. How, sir, how ! 

Clo, Are these, I pray you, called wind instruments ? 

\st Mus. Ay, marry, arc they, sir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

1st Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument that I 
know. But, masters, here's money for you : and the 
general so likes your music, that he desires you, of all 
loves, to make no more noise with it. 

1st Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any music that may not be heard, 
to't again : but, as they say, to hear music, the general 
does not greatly care. 

Is^ Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll 
awuy : Go; vanish into air; away. lExeufit Musicians. 
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Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I heav you. 

Cas, Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a poor 
piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman that attends 
the general's wife be stirring, tell her, there's one Cas 
sio entreats her a little favour of speech : Wilt thou do 
this ? 

Clo, She is stirring, sir ; if she will stir hither, I shall 
seem to notify unto her. [Exit. 

Enter Iago. 

Cas. Do, good my friend. — In happy time, Iago. 

Iago. You have not been a-bed then ? 

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, Iago, 
To send in to your wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

Iago, I'll send her to you presently ; 
And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. [Exit. 

Cas. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorrj 
For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well. 
Tlie general, and his wife, are talking of it; 
And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies. 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great afl^ty ; and that^ in wholesome wisdom^ 
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He might not but refuse you : but, he protests, he loves 

you; 
And needs no other suitor, but his likings. 
To take the saf 'st occasion by the front. 
To bring you in again. 

Cos. Yet, I beseech you, — 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, — 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come in ; 
I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cos. I am much bound to you. {^Exeunt. 



SCENE II.— J Room in the Castk. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 

0th. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot; 
And, by him, do my duties to the state : 
That done, I will be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 

Iago, Well, my good lord, I'll do't. 

0th. This fortification, gentlemen, — shall we see't i 

Gent. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt, 



SCENE III.— Before the Castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Hes. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
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EmiL Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my hus- 
band. 
As if the case were his. 

Des, O, that* s an honest fellow. — Do not doubt, Ca»* 
sio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas. Bounteous madam. 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He's never any thing but your true servant. 

Des. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord : 
You have known him long ; and be you well assur'd. 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a pohtic distance. 

Cas, Ay, but, lady. 
That policy may either last so long. 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee. 
If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die. 
Than give thy cause away. 
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Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance. 

Emil. Madam^ here comes 
My lord. 

Cas, Madam^ Fll take my leave. 

De$, Why, stay. 
And hear me speak. 

Cas, Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease. 
Unfit for mine own pm*poses. 

Des. Well, well. 
Do your discretion. [ExiV Cassio. 

Iago. Ha ! I like not that. 

0th. What dost thou say ? 

Iago. Nothing, my lord : or if — I know not what. 

0th. Was not that Cassio, parted from tny wife ? 

logo. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think it> 
That he would steal away so guilty-like. 
Seeing you coming. 

0th. I do believe 'twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

0th. Who is't you mean f 

Des. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord. 
If I have any grace, or power to move you. 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 

0th. Went he hence now ? 

s 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled. 
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That he hath left part of his grief with me ; 
I suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other time. 

Des. But shall't be shortly ? 

0th, The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des. Shairt be to-night at supper ? 

0th. No, not to-night. 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 

0th. I shall not dine at home ; 
I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday mom; 
Or Tuesday noon, or night; or Wednesday mom; — 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent, 
And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 
(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of our best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check : When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 
What you could ask me, that I should deny. 
Or stand so mammering on. What ! Michael Cassio^ 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time. 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly. 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much, * 

0th. Pr'y thee no more : let him come when he will ; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. ^Vhy, this is not a boon ; 
Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 
Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit^ 
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Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed,. 
It shall be full of poize and difficulty^ 
And fearful to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothing : 
Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you ? no : Farewell, my lord. 

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to thee 
straight. 

Des. Emilia, come : — Be it as your fancies teach you; 
Whatever you be, I am obedient. [£xtV, with Emilia. 

0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul^ 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not^ 
Chaos is come again. 

logo. My noble lord, 

0th. What dost thou say, lago ? 

lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my 
lady. 
Know of your love ? 

0th. He did, from first to last: Why dost thou aaki 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
Ho further harm. 

0th. Why of thy thought, lago ? 

lago. I did not think, he had been acquainted with 
her. 

0th. O, yes ; and went between us very ofi. 

lago. Indeed? 

0th. Indeed ! ay, indeed ; — Discem'st thou aught im 
that i 
Is he not honest? 

lago. Honest, my lord f 

0th. Ay, honest* 
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logo. My lord, for aught I know. 

0th. What dost thou think i 

lago. Think, my lord f 

0th. Think, my lord ! 
By heaven, he echoes me. 
As if there were some monster in his thought. 
Too hideous to be shown. — ^Thou dost mean something: 
I heard thee say but now, — ^^fhou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife ; What did'st not like ? 
And, when I told thee — he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cryd'st. Indeed f 
And did'st contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then had*st shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I think, thou dost ; 
And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them breath,-^ 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave. 
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just. 
They are close denotements, working from the heart. 
That passion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio, — 
I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

0th. I think so too. 

lago. Men should be what they seem ; 
Or, those that be not, 'would they might seem none ! 

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

lago. Why then, 
I think that Cassio is an honest man. 
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0th, Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon mc ; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts! Why, say, they are vile and false, — 
As where's that palace, whcreunto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure. 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful ? 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseech you, — 
Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses; and, oft, my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you then. 
From one that so imperfectly conjects. 
You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom^ 
To let you know my thoughts. 

0th. What dost thou mean ? 

lago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my pursc^ steals trash ; 'tis something, no« 
thing; 
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Twos mine^ 'tis his^ and has been slave to thousands ; 
But he. that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 

0th. By heaven. Til know thy thought. 

logo. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

0th. Ha! 

lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 
It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss. 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er. 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves ! 

0th. O misery ! 

lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich, enough ; 
But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th. Why ? why is this ? 
Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy. 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ! No : to be once in doubt. 
Is — once to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a goat. 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmiseis. 
Matching thy inference. Tis not to make me jealousj^ 
To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company. 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
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The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
I'll see, before I doubt : when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

lago. I am glad of this ; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as 1 am bound. 
Receive it from me : — I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio; 
Wear your eye — thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature. 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not shew their husbands ; their best con- 
science 
Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown, 

0th, Dost thou say so ? 

logo. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks. 
She lov'd them most. 

0th, And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to then ; 
She that, so young, could give out such a seeming. 
To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak, — 
tie thought, 'twas witchcraft: — But I am much ta 

blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 
For too much loving you. 

0th. I am bound to thee for ever. 

tfigo. I see, this hath a little dash'd your spirit^:. 
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0th, Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Trust me, I fear it has. 
I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes fiom my love ; — But, I do see you are mov*d : — 
I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach. 
Than to suspicion. 

0th, I will not. 

logo. Should you do so, my lord. 
My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy 

friend : — 
My lord, I see you are mov'd. 

0th, No, not much mov'd : — 
I do not think but Desdemona's honest. 

logo. Long live she so ! £gid long live you to think so ! 

0th. And yet, how nature erring from itself, — 

lago. Ay, there's the point : — As, — to be bold with 
you,— 
Not to affect many proposed matches. 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends : 
Foil ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank. 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 
But pardon me ; I do not, in position. 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear, - 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall, to match you with her country forms. 
And (hapily) repent. 

0th. Farewell, farewell : 
If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 
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lago. My lord, 1 take my leave. [Going, 

0th, Why did I marry ? — ^This honest creature, doubt- 
less. 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

lago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your honour 
To scan this thing no further; leave it to time: 
And though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him off a while. 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement opportunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the mean time. 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 
(As worthy cause I have, to fear — I am,) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 
Oih, Fear not my government. 
lago, I once more take my leave. {^Exit, 

0th, This fellow's of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard. 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 
I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind. 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black \ 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ; — yet that's not much ; — 
She's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. O curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad. 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
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Than keep a corner in the thing I love. 

For others' uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones ; 

Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ; 

Tis destiny unshunnablc, like death ; 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us. 

When we do quicken. Desdemona comes : 

Enter Desdemona and Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself!— 
I'll not believe it. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

0th. I am to blame. 

Des. Why is your speech so faint? are you not well? 

0th, I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Des, Faith, that's with watching; 'twill away again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

0th. Your napkin is too little ; 

{He puts the handkerchief from him, and it drops. 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 

Des, I am very sorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt Oth. and Des. 

JEm?7. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her, she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kiss, and talk to* Til have the work ta'en out^ 
AuA give it lago : 
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What hell do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

lago. How now ! what do you here alone i 

Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you* 

Iago, A thing for me f — it is a common thing. 

Emil Ha ! 

Iago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
Por that same handkerchief? 

Iago. What handkerchief? 

Emil. What handkerchief ? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

Iago. Hast stolen it from her? 

Emil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence; 
And, to the advantage, I, being here^ took't up. 
Look, here it is. 

Iago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Eml. What will you do with it, that you have been 
so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

Iago. Why, what's that to you ? [Snatching it. 

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import. 
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad. 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago. Be not you known oft ; I have use for It. 
Go, leave me. [Exit Emilia. 

I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin. 
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air. 
Are, to the jealous, confirmation strong 
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As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : — 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons. 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 
But, with a little act upon the blood. 
Bum like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so : — 

* 

Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes i Not poppy, nor mandragora. 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst yesterday. 

0th. Ha ! ha ! false to me i 
To me? 

logo. Why, how now, general ? no more of that. 

0th. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on the 
rack : — 
I swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd. 
Than but to know't a little. 

logo. How now, my lord ? 

0th. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lost ? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen^ 
Let him not know it, and he's not robbed at all. 

logo. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp. 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body. 
So I had nothing known : O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars. 
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That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed^ and the shrill trump^ 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner ; and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit. 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

logo. Is it possible ?— My lord, 

0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof; 

[Takif^ him by the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul. 
Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog. 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

lago. Is it come to this ? 

0th. Make me to see it ; or (at the least) so prove it^ 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life ! 

lago. My noble lord, 

0th. If thou dost slander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 
On horror's head horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd^ 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add^ 
Greater than that. 

lago. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 
Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ?— 
God be wi' you ; take mine office.— O wretched fool^ 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 
O monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world^ 
To be direct and honest, is not safe.-— 
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I thank you for this profit ; and^ from hence^ 
rU love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay, stay : — ^Thou should'st be honest. 

lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. By the, world, 
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not; 
I'll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or knives. 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
rU not endure it. — Would, I were satisfied ! 

logo. I see, s'ur, you are eaten up with passion : 
I do repent me, that 1 put it to you. 
You would be satisfied i 

0th. Would ? nay, I will. 

lago. And may : But, how? how satisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on i 
Behold her tupp'd ? 

0th. Death and damnation ! O ! 

lago. It were a tedious diflScully, I think. 
To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then. 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 
More than their own ! What then ? how then ? 
What shall I say ? Where's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible, you should see this. 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys. 
As salt as wolve^ in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say. 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead di^rectly to the door of truths— ? 
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Will give you satisfaction^ you may have it. 

0th. Give me a living reason she's disloyal. 

lago. I do not like the office : 
But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far, — 
Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love,— 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 
That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs ; 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say, — Sweet Desdemona, 
Let lis be wary, let us hide our loves ! 
And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand. 
Cry, — O, sweet creature ! and then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots. 
That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh*d, and kiss'd ; and then 
Cry'd, — Cursed fate ! that gave thee to the Moor ! 

0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

0th. But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 
Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

lago. Arid this may help to thicken other proofs. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0th. Ill tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done; 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief. 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand i 

0th. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 

lago. 1 know not that : but such a handkerchief. 
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(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oih. If it be that, 

lago. If it be that, or any that was hers. 
It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

0th, O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak, for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true. — Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven : 
Tis gone. — 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne. 
To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of aspics' tongues ! 

lago. Pray, be content. 

0th. O, blood, lagOj blood ! 

lago. Patience, I say; your mind^ perhaps^ may 
change. 

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course ^ 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic, and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love. 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow, [Knetb, 

I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — [Knitch, 

Witness, you cver-bmning lights above ! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
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The execution of his wit^ hands, heart. 

To wrong'd Othello's service ! let him command. 

And to obey shall be in me remorse. 

What bloody work soever. 

0th. I greet thy love. 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say. 
That Cassio's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your request : 
But let her live. 

Oth. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw. 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

lago. I am your own for ever. [Er^tin/. 
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£fi^^r Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Da. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant Cassio 
lies? 

Clo. I dare not say, he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man ? 

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier lies, 
is stabbing. 

Des. Go to ; where lodges he i 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this i 
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Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to de* 
vise a lodgings and say — he lies here^ or he lies there^ 
were to lie in my own throat. 

Des. Can you enquire him out^ and be edified by 
report ? 

Clo, I will catechize the world for him; that is, 
make questions^ and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell him, I 
have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all will be 
well. 

Clo, To do this, is within the compass of man's wit; 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [Exit. 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia.^ 

Umil. I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of cruzadoes. And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

EmiL Is he not jealous? 

jDes. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was born^ 
Drew all such humours from him. 

EmiL Look, where he comes. 

Des, I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be caird to him. — How is't with you, my lord ? 

Enter Othello. 

0th. Well, my good lady : — [Andc^ O, hardness to 
dissemble ! — 
How do you, Desdemona ? 
Z>e5. Well, my good lord. 
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0th. Give me your hand ; This hand is moistj my 
lady. 

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 

0th, This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart ;— > 
Hot, hot, and moist : This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigation, exercise devout ; 
For here's a young and sweating devil here. 
That commonly rebels. Tis a good hand^ 
A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so ; 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 

0th. A liberal hand : The hearts of old, gave hands; 
But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your pro- 
mise. 

0th. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with yout 

0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

0th. That which I gave you. 

Des, I have it not about me. 

0th. Not ? 

De^. No, indeed, my lord. 

0th. That is a fault : 
That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 
She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while she kept it, 
Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 
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Or made a gift of it^ my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly^ and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive. 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft. 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose or give't away, were such perdition. 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is it possible? 

Otk. Tis true : there's magic in the web of it : 
A sibyl, that had numbered in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetic fiiry sew'd the work : 
The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the silk ; 
And it was died in munmiy, which the skilful 
G>nserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

Des. Indeed ! is't true i 

0th. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well. 

Des. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never seen it. 

0th. Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash i 

0th. Is't lost ? is't gone ? speak, is it out of the way? 

Des. Heaven bless us ! 

0th. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost ; But what an if it were i 

0th. Ha! 

Des. I say, it is not lost. 

0th. Fetch't, let me see it. 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now ; 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit; 
I pray, let Cassio be received again. 

0th. Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind misgives. 
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Des. Come, come ; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. The handkerchief! 

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th. The handkerchief! 

Des. A man that, all his time. 
Hath founded his good fortune on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you ; 

0th. The handkerchief! 

Des. In sooth. 
You are to blame. 

0th. Away ! [Exit Othello. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous i 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us huugerly, and when they are fiiU, 
They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband. 

Enter Iago and Cassio. 

logo. There is no other way; 'tis she must do't; 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio i what's the news with 
you? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech you. 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love. 
Whom I, with all the duty of my hearty 
Entirely honour ; I would not be delay'd : 
If my offence be of such mortal kind. 
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That neither service past, nor present sorrows. 
Nor purposed merit in futurity. 
Can ransome me into his love again. 
But to know so must be my benefit ; 
So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content. 
And shut myself up in some other course. 
To fortune's alms. 

Dts, Alas! thrice-gentle Cassio, 
My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him> 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd. 
So help me, every spirit sanctified. 
As I have spoken for you all my best ; 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure. 
For my free speech ! You must a while be patient : 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will. 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

lago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emil. He went hence but now. 
And, certainly, iu strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon. 
When it hath blown his rsmks into the air; 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff 'd his own brother ; — And can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ; 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr'y thee, do so. — Something, sure, of state, — 

[Exit I AGO. 

Either from Venice ; or some unhatch'd practice. 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases. 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things^ 
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Though great ones are their object. Tis even so ; 

For let our finger ache, and it endues 

Our other healthful members ev'n to that sense 

Of pain : Nay, we must think, men are not gods; 

Nor of them look for such observances 

As fit the bridal. — Beshrew me much, Emilia^ 

I was (unhandsome warrior as I am,) 

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 

But now I find, I had suborn'd the witness. 

And he's indited falsely. 

Emil. Pray heaven, it be state matters, as you think ; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy. 
Concerning you. 

Des, Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause. 

EmiL But jealous souls will not be answer'd so; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 
But jealous for they are jealous: 'tis a monster. 
Begot upon itself, bom on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's mind ! 

EmiL Lady, amen. 

Des, I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk hereabout: 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit. 
And seek to affect it to my uttermost. 

Cas, I humbly thank your ladyship. 

\_Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Cas, What make you from home ? 
How is it with j'ou, my most fair Bianca ? 
I'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house- 
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Biapi. And I was going to your lodgings Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight hours i and lovers' absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

weary reckoning ! 

Cas, Pardon me, Bianca; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd ; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time. 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Giving her Desdemona's handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. 

Bian. O, Cassio, whence came this i 
This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is it come to this ? Well, well. 

Cas. Woman, go to ! 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth. 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now. 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it ? 

Cas. I know not, sweet : I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough, it will,) I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish. 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cas. Not tliat I love you not. 
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Bian. But that you do not love me. 
I pray yon, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say, if I shall see you sooji at night. 

Cos. Tis but a little way, that I can bring you, 
For I attend here: but Fll see you soon. 

Biaa. Tis very good ; I must be circumstanc'd. 

^Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 

SCEN E I. — The sami . 

Enter Othello and Iago. 

lago. Will you think so? 

0th. Think so, Iago r 

Iago. What, 
To kiss in private? 

0th. An unauthorizVl kiss. 

Iago. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm i 

0th. Naked abed, Iago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
They that mean virtuously, and yet do so. 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 

Iago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip : 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief, 

0th. What then ? 

Iago. Why, then His hers, my lord ; and, being hers. 
She may, I think, bestow't on any man. 

0th. She is protectress of her honour too ; 
May she give that ? 

logo. Her honour is an essence that's not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not : 
But, for the handkerchief, 

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot 
it:~ 
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Thou said'st;, — O^ it comes o'er my memoi*y. 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house. 
Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 

lago. Ay, what of that ? 

0th, That's not so good, now. 

lago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do yoH 
wrong ? 
Or heard him say, — As knaves be such abroad. 
Who having, by their own importunate suit. 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress. 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab 

0th. Hath he said any thing f 

lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assured. 
No more than he'll unswear. 

0th. What hath he said ? 

lago. Taith, that he did, — I know not what he did. 

0th. What? what? 

lago. Lie 

0th. With her? 

lago. With her, on her; what you will. 

0th. Lie with her ! lie on her ! — ^We say, lie on her, 
when they belie her : Lie with her ! that's fulsome. — 
Handkerchief, — confessions, — handkerchief. — ^To con- 
fess, and be hanged for his labour. — First, to be hanged, 
and then to confess : — I tremble at it. Nature would 
not invest herself in such shadowing passion, without 
some instruction. It is not words, that shake me thus : 
— Pish ! — Noses, eai's, and lips : — Is it possible ?''— Con- 
fess ! — Handkerchief ! — O devil !— [Falk in a trame. 

lago. Work on. 
My medicine, work ! Thus (*redulous fools are caught ; 
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And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus. 
All guiltless meet reproach. — What, ho ! my lord ! 

EttUr Cassio. 

My lord, I say ! Olhello ! — How now, Cassio ? 
Cds, What is the matter? 
lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy; 
Tliis is his second fit; he had one yesterday. 

Cas. Rub him about the temples. 

logo. No, forbear : 
The lethiargy must have his quiet course: 
If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by. 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs: 
Do vou withdraw yourself a little while. 
He will recover straight ; when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. — 

[Exit Cassio. 
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head i 

0th, Dost thou mock me ? 

lago. I mock you ! no, by heaven : 
Would, you would bear your fortunes like a man. 

0th, A horned man^s a monster, and a beast. 

lago. There's many a beast then in a populous city. 
And many a civil monster. 

0th. Did he confess it ? 

lago. Good sir, be a man ; 
Tliink, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd. 
May draw with you: there's millions now alive, 
Tliat nightly lie in those unpropcr beds. 
Which they dare swear peculiar; your case is better. 
O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock. 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 
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And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 

0th. O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain. 

lago. Stand you awhile apart; 
Confine yourself but in a patient list. 
Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your grief, 
(A passion most unsuiting such a man,) 
Cassio came hither : I shifted him away. 
And laid gpod 'scuse upon your ecstasy; 
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
The which he promised. Do but encave yourself. 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable sconis. 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife; 
I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience 5 
Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen. 
And nothing of a man. 

0th. Dost thou hear, lago ? 
I will be found most cunning in my patience; 
But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 

lago. That's not amiss ; 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw P 

[Othello withdraws. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife, that, by selling her desires. 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cassio, — as 'tis the strumpet's plague. 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ; — 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : — Here he comes :--« 
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Reenter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cas3io*s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour. 

Quite in the wrong. — How do you now, lieutenant f 

Cas. The worser, that you give me the addition. 
Whose want even kills me. 

lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure oft. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, [Speaking lower. 
How quickly should you speed ? 

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff ! 

0th. Look, how he laughs already ! [Aside. 

lago. I never knew a woman love man so. 

Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think i'faith, she loves me. 

0th. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

[Aside. 

lago. Do you hear, Cassio f 

0th. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er : Go to ; well said, well said. [Aside. 

lago. She gives it out, that you shall marry her : 
Do you intend it i 

Cas. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th, Do you triumph, Roman i do you triumph f 

[Aside. 

Cas. I marry her ! — what? a customer! I pr'ythee, 
bear some charity to my wit ; do not think it so un- 
wholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th. So, so, so, so : they laugh that win. [Aside. 

lago. 'Faith, the cry goes that you shall marry her. 

Cas. Pr'ythee, say true. 

Tago. I am a very villain else. 
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0th, Have you scored me ? Well. \^jiside. 

Cos. This is the monkey's own giving out : she is 
persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promise. 

0th, lago beckons me ; now he begins the story. 

[yhide. 

Cas, She was here even now; she haunts me in every 
place. I was, the other day, talking on the sea-bank 
with certain Venetians; and thither comes this bauble; 
by this hand, she falls thus about my neck; 

0th. Crying, O dear Cassio ! as it were : his gesture 
imports it. [Aside, 

Cas, So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so 
hales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha ! — 

0th. Now he tells, how she plucked him to my 
chamber: O, I see that nose of yours, but not that dog 
I shall throw it to. [Aside, 

Cas, Well, I must leave her company. 

lago. Before me ! look, where she comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Ceu. Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a perfumed 
one. — What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian, Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! What 
did you mean by that same handkerchief, you gave me 
even now ? I was a fine fool to take it. I must take out 
the whole work f — A likely piece of work, that you 
should find it in your chamber, and not know who left 
it there ! This is some minx's token, and I must take 
out the work ? There, — give it your hobby horse : where- 
soever you had it, I'll take out no work on't. 
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Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? how now f how 
now? 

0th. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief ! 

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you may : 
an you will not, come when you are next prepared for. 

[Exit. 

logo. After her, after her. 

Cas. Taith I must, she'll rail in the street else. 

lago. Will you sup there i 

Cas. Taith, I intend so. 

lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I would 
Tery fain speak with you. 

Cas. Pr'ythee come ; Will you ? 

lago. Go to : say no more. [Exit Cassio. 

0th. How shall I murder him, lago ? 

lago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice i 

0th. O, lago ! 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief! 

0th. Was that mine ? 

lago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes 
the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave it him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 

0th. 1 would have him nine years a killing :— A fine 
woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to- 
night ; for she shall not live : No, my heart is turned 
to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. O, the 
world hath not a sweeter creature : she might lie by 
an emperor's side, and command him tasks. 

logo. Nay, that's not your way. 
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0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is : — So de- 
licate with her needle ! — an admirable musician ! O, 
she will sing the savageness out of a bear ! — Of so high 
and plenteous wit and invention ! — 

lago. She's the worse for all this. 

0th. O, a thousand^ a thousand times : — ^And then^ 
of so gentle a condition ! 

lago. Ay, too geptle. 

0th. Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it, 
lago ! — O, lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes 
near no-body. 

0th. I will chop her into messes : — Cuckold me ! 

lago. O, 'tis foul in her. 

0th. With mine officer ! 

lago. Tliat's fouler. 

0th. Get me some poison, lago ; this night : — I'll 
not expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty un- 
provide my mind again : — this night, lago. 

lago. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in her bed, 
even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th. Good, good: the justice of it pleases; very 
good. 

lago. And, for Cassio, — let me be his undertaker : 
You shall hear more by midnight. {A Trumpet within. 

0th. Excellent good. — ^What trumpet is that same f 

lago. Something from Venice, sure. Tis Lodovico, 
Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants, 
Lod. 'Save you, worthy general ! 
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0th. With all my heart, sir. 

Ijod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[G/res him a Packets 

0th, I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens thv Packet, and reads. 

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico i 

lago, I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Ijod, I thank you : how does lieutenant Cassio ? 

lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall mal;e all well. 

0th. Are you sure of that ? 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. This fail you not to do, as you Kill — [Reads. 

Lod. He did not call ; he's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

Oth. Fire and brimstone ! 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. Arc you wise ? 

Des. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. 'May be, the letter mov'd iiim ; 
For, as I think, they do command him home. 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. By my troth, I am glad on't. 

Oth. Indeed ? 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. How, sweet Othello ? 

Oth. Devil! [Strikip^ her. 
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Des. I have not deserv'd this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw it : Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Ckh. O devil, devil ! 
If that the earth could team with women's tears. 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile : — 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. [Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : — 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Oih. Mistress, 

Des. My lord ? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

Oih. Ay ; you did wish, that I would make her 
turn : 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 
And she's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 
Very obedient ; — Proceed you in your tears. — 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion ! 
I am commanded home : — Get you away ; 
I'll send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt ! 

[Exit Desdemona. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, — sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together. 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats and monkies ! 

[Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate 
Call — all-in-all sufficient ? — ^This the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue 
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The shot of accident, nor dart of chance. 
Could neither graze, nor pierce i 

lago. He is much chang'd. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain ? 

lago. He is that he is ; I may not breathe my cen- 
sure. 
What he might be, — if, what he might, he is not,— 
I would to heaven, he were. 

Lod. What, strike his wife ! 

lago. Taith, that was not so well ; Yet 'would I 
knew. 
That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod. It it his use i 
Or did the letters work upon his blood. 
And new-create this fault ? 

lago. Alas, alas ! 
It is not honesty in me, to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe 

him : 
And his own courses will denote him so. 
That I may save my speech : Do but go after. 
And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry that I am deceiv'd in him. 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter Othello and Emilia. 

0th. You have seen nothing then ? 
Emit. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 
0th, Ye8> you have seen Cassio and she together. 
£fni7. But then I saw no harm ; and then I heard 
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Each syllable, that breath made up between them. 

0th, WTiat, did they never whisper ? 

EmiL Never, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you out o'the way ? 

EmiL Never. 

0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 
nothing ? 

Emit. Never, my lord. 

0th. That's strange. 

Emit. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other. 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom* 
If any wretch hath put this in your head. 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true. 
There's no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither : — go. — 

lExit Emilia. 
She says enough ; — ^yet she's a simple bawd. 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets : 
And yet she'll kneel and pray ; I have seen her do't. 

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona. 

Des. My lord, what is your will ? 
Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 
Des. What is your pleasure ? 
Oth. Let me see your eyes ; 
Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy's this ? 
Oth, Some of your function, mistress ; 

[To Emilia* 
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Leave procreants alone^ and shut the door; 
Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery ;— nay, despatch. 

[Exit Emilia. 

Des, Upon my knees, what doth your speech im- 
port? 
I understand a fury in your words. 
But not the words. 

Oih. Whv, what art thou ? 

Des, Your wife, my lord ; your true 
And loyal wife. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-damn'd. 
Swear — thou art honest. 

Det. Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as heU. 

Des, To whom, my lord ? with whom ? How am I 
false F 

0th. O Desdcmona ! — away ! away ! away ! 

Des, Alas, the heavy day ! — Why do you weep r 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do suspect. 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him. 
Why, I have lost him too. 

0th. Had it pleas'd heaven 
To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head ; 
Stecp'd me in poverty to the very lipa; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
1 should have found in some part of my soul 
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A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me 

A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 

To point his slow unmoving finger at, — 

O! O! 

Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 

But there, where I have garnered up my heart. 

Where cither I must live, or bear no life; 

The fountain from the which my current runs. 

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 

To knot and gender in ! — turn thy complexion there ! 

Patience, thou young and rose lipp'd cherubin ; 

Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

De9. I hope, my noble lord esteems me honest. 

Oth. O, ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles. 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed. 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet. 
That the sense aches at thee — 'Would, thou had'st 
ne'er been born ! 

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed? 

Oth, Was this fair paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to write whore upon ! What committed ! 
Committed ! — O thou public commoner ! 
I should make very forges of my cheeks. 
That would to cinders bum up modesty. 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — What committed ! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it : What committed ! — 
Impudent strumpet ! 

Des. By heaven, you do me wrong. 
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0th. Are not you a strumpet ? 

Des. No, as I am a christian : 
If to preserve this vessel for my lord. 
From any other foul unlawful touch. 
Be — not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0th. What, not a whore ? 

Des. No, as I shall be saved. 

0th. Is it possible ? 

Des. O, heaven forgive us ! 

0th. I cry you mercy, then ; 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That mamed with Othello. — You, mistress. 

Re-enter Emilia. 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 
We have done our course; there's money for your 

pains; 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. 

[Exit. 

Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive i — 
How do you, madam i how do you, my good lady i 

Dts. Taith, half asleep. 

Emil. Good madam, what's the matter with my 
lord ? 

Des. With who ? 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord ? 

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lady! 

Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none. 
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night 
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Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remember ; — 
And call thy husband hither. 

EmiL Here is a change, indeed ! [Exit. 

Des. Tis meet I should be us'd so, very meet. 
How have I been behav'd that he might stick 
The smallest opinion on my great'st abuse ? 

Re-enter Emilia, with Iago. 

lago. What is your pleasure, madam f How is it 
with you ? 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young 
babes. 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

Iago. What's the matter, lady ? ^ 

Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhor'd her. 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her. 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

Des. Am I that name, Iago i 

Iago. What name, fair lady ? 

Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say I was. 

Emil. He call'd her, whore ; a beggar, in his drink. 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 

Iago. Why did he so ? 

Des. I do not know ; I am sure, I am none such. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep ; Alas, the day ! 

Emil. Has she forsook so manv noble matches. 
Her father, and her country, and her friends. 
To be caird-r-whore f would it not make one weep f 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

la^o, Beshrew him for it ! 

o 

VOL. XVIJ. O 



102 OTHELLO, ACT IT. 

How comes this trick upon him i 

Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be hang'd, if some eternal villain. 
Some busy and insinuating rogue. 
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office. 
Have not devis'd this slander ; Til be hang'd else. 

lago. Fye, there is no such man ; it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 

Emil. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw his 
bones ! 
Why should he call her, whore i who keeps her com- 
pany? 
What place ? what time ? what form ? what likeli* 

hood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villainous knave. 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow : — 
O, heaven, that such companions thoud'st unfold ; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 
To lash the rascal naked through the world. 
Even from the east to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fye upon him ! some such squire he was. 
That turn'd your wit the seamy side without. 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

lago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Des. O good lago. 
What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaven, 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : — 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed j 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
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Delighted them in any other form ; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 

And ever will, — though he do shake me off 

To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly. 

Comfort forswear me ! Uakindness may do much ; 

And his unkindness may defeat my life. 

But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore ; 

It does abhor me, now I speak the word ; 

To do the act that might the addition earn. 

Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

lago. I pray you, be content ; 'tis but his humour; 
The business of the state does him offence. 
And he does chide with you. 

Dcs. If 'twere no other, — 

lago. It is but so, I warrant you. [Trtmpett. 

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper ! 
And the great messengers of Venice stay : 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well. 

{Exeunt Desbemona and Emilia. 

Enter Roderigo. 

How now, Roderigo ? 

Bx>d. I do not find, that thou deal'st justly with me. 

lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doff'st me with some device^ 
lago ; and rather (as it seems to me now,) keep'st me 
from all conveniency, than supplicst me with the least 
advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 
it : Nor am I yet persuaded, to put up in peace what 
already I have foolishly suffered. 

logo. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

R4}d. Taitb, I have heard too much ; for your words. 
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and performances, are no kin together. 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted ray- 
self out of my means. The jewels j^ou have had from 
me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half have corrupt- 
ed a votarist: You have told me — she has received 
them, and returned me expectations and comforts of 
sudden respect and, acquittance: but I find none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod, Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man ; nor 
'tis not very well : By this hand, I say, it is very scur- 
vy ; and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make my- 
self known to Desdemona : If she will return me my 
jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my unlaw- 
ful solicitation ; if not, assure yourself, I will seek sa- 
tisfaction of you. 

lago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I pro- 
test intendment of doing. 

lago. Why, now I see there's mettle in ttee ; and 
even, from this instant, do build on thee a better opi- 
nion than ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo : 
Thou ha»t taken against me a most just exception ; 
but, yet, I protest, I have dealt most directly in thy 
affair. 

Rod, It liath not appeared. 

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, which 
I have greater reason to believe now than ever, — I 
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incan^ purpose, courage, and valour, — this night show 
it : if thou the next night following enjoyest not Des- 
demona, take me from this world with treachery, and 
devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is itr is it within reason, and com- 
pass f 

lago. Sir, there is a special commission come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Othello and Desdemo- 
na return again to Venice. 

logo, O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode 
be lingered here by some accident ; wherein none can 
be so determinate, as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean— removing of him? 

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's 
place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me do ? 

lago. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither will 
I go to him ; — he knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune : if you will watch his going thence, (which I 
will fashion to fall out between twelve and one,) you 
may take him at your pleasure; I will be near to se- 
cond your attempt, and he shall fall between us. 
Come, stand not amazed at it, but go along with me ; 
I will shew you such a necessity in his death, that you 
shall think yourself bound to put it on him. It is now 
high supper-time, and the night grows to waste: about 
it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

lago. And you shall, be satisfied. {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE IIL~ Jnother Room in the Cm^Ic. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, 

and Attendants, 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no fur- 
ther. 

0th. O, pardon me ; ^twill do me good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 

Des. Your honour is most welcome. 

0th. Will you walk, sir ? — 
O, — Desdemona, 

Des. My lord ? 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be re- 
turned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there ; look, 
it be done. 

Des. I will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Othello, Lodovico, and Attendants. 

Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he 
did. 

Des. He says, he will return incontinent ; 
He hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bade me to dismiss you. 

EmiL Dismiss me ! 

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displease him. 

Emil. I would, you had never seen him ! 

Des. So would not I; my love doth so approve him. 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, and frowns,— 
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Pr'ythee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in them. 

Emil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the 
bed. 

Des. All's one : — Good father ! how foolish are our 
minds ! — 
If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call'd— Barbara ; 
She was in love ; and he, she lov'd, prov'd mad. 
And did forsake her : she had a song of— willow. 
An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune. 
And she died singing it : That song, to-night. 
Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do. 
But to go hang my head all at one side. 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, despatch. 

EmiL Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Des. No, unpin me here. — 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Des. And he speaks well. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice, who would have 
walked baiefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his nether 
lip. 

I. 
Des. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree, 

[Singing. 
Sing all a green ttillow ; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 
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The fresh streams ran by her, and murmitr^d hermoans ; 

Sing ivilloxc, S^c. 
Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd the stones ; 



Lay by these ; 



Sin[r nillow, willoK, xcilloK ; 



IVythee, hie Ihee; he'll come anon— 

Sing all a green willow must be my garland. 

11. 
Juet nobody blame him, his scorn I approve, — 

Nay, that's not next. — Hark ! who is it that knocks ? 
EmiL It is the wind. 

Des. / calVd my love, false love ; but what said he 
then? 

Sing willow, S;c. 
If I court mo women, you'll couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gone ; good night. Mine eyes do itch 
Doth that bode weeping ? 

EmiL Tis neither here nor there. 

Des. I have heard it said so. — O, these men, these 
men ! — 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

EmiL There be some such, no question. 
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Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emil. Why, would not you ? 

Des. No, by this heavenly light ! 

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; 
I might do't as well i'the dark. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emil. The world is a huge thing : Tis a great price 
For a small vice. 

Des. Good troth, I think thou would'st not. 

Emil. By my troth, J think I should ; and undo't, 
when I had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing 
for a joint-ring ; nor for measures of lawn ; nor for 
gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition : 
but, for the whole world, — Why, who would not make 
her husband a cuckold, to make him a monarch? I 
should venture purgatory for*t. 

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong for the 
whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'the world ; 
and, having the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in 
your own world, and you might quickly make it right. 

Des. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many 
To the vantage, as would store the world they play'd 

for. 
But, I do think, it is their husbands' faults. 
If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties. 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies. 
Throwing restraint upon us ; or, say, they strike us. 
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Or scant our former having in despite ; 

Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some 

grace. 
Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know. 
Their wives have sense Uke them : they see, and smell. 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour. 
As husbands have. What is it that they do. 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport ? 
I think it is ; And doth affection breed it ? 
I think, it doth ; Is*t frailty, that thus errs ? 
It is so too : And have not we affections ? 
Desires for sport ? and frailty, as men have ? 
Then, let them use us well : else, let them know. 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us to. 

X>es. Good night, good night: Heaven me such 
usage send. 
Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend ! 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.—A Street. 

Enter Iago and Roderigo. 

lago. Heie, stand behind this bulk; straight will 
he come : 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; Til be at thy elbow : 
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that^ 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscai'ry in't. 

Iago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy 
sword. [Retires to a little distance. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons : — 
Tis but a man gone : — ^forth, my sword ; he dies. 

\Goes to his stand. 

Iago. I have nibb'd this young quat almost to the 
sense. 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other. 
Every way makes my gain ; Live Roderigo, 
He calls mc to a restitution large 
Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifts to Desdemona ; 
It must not be : if Cassio do remain, ^ 
He hath a daily beauty in his life. 
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That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 

May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril : 

No, he must die : — But so, 1 hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he ; — Villain, thou diest. 

[Rushes from his post y and makes a pass at Cassio. 
Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed. 
But that my coat is better than thou think'st ; 
I will make proof of thine. 

[DraK's, and tcounds Roderigo. 
Rod, O, I am slain ! 

[Iago rushes from his post, cuts Cassio behind in 
the leg, and exit. 
Cas. I am maim'd for ever : — Help, ho ! murder ! 
murder ! IFalls. 

Enter Othello, at a distance. 

0th. The voice of Cassio : — Iago keeps his word. 

Rod. O, villain that I am ! 

0th. Hark ! 'tis even so. 

Cas. O, help ! ho ! light ! a surgeon ! 

0th. 'Tis he ; — O brave Iago, honest, and just. 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teachcst me, — Minion, your dear lies dead. 
And your fate hies apace : —Strumpet, I come : 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted; 
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be spotted. 

[Exit Othello. 

Enter Lodovico and Gratia no, at a distance. 

Cas. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage ? murder ! 
murder ! 
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Gra. Tis some mischance ; the cry is very direful. 

Cos. O, help ! 

Lod. Hark ! 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

Lod, Two or three groans ; — it is a heavy night : 
Th«se may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe 
To come in to the cry, without more help. 

Rod. No body come? then shall I bleed to death. 

EfUer I AGO, with a light. 

Lod. Hark ! 

Gra. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light and 
weapons. 

lago. Who's there ? whose noise is this, that cries on 
murder ? 

Lod. We do not know. 

lago. Did you not hear a cry f 

Cos. Here, here ; for heaven's sake, help me. 

lago. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 

lago. What are you here that cry so grievously i 

Cas. lago ? 0, 1 am spoil'd, undone by villains ! 
Give me some help. 

Jago. O me, lieutenant ! what villains have done this? 

Cas. I think, that one of them is hereabout. 
And cannot make away. 

lago. O treacherous villains ! — 
What are you there ? come in, and give some help. 

[7b LoDovico and Gratiako. 

Rod. O, help me here ! 

Cas. That's one of them. 
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lazo. O murderous slave ! O villain ! 

[Iago stabi RoDERioo. 

Rod. O damn'd Iago ! O inhuman dog ! — 
O ! O ! O ! 

Iago, Kill men i'the dark ! — Where be these bloodj 
thieves ? — 
How silent is this town ! — Ho ! murder ! murder ! 
What may you be ? are you of good^ or evil ? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

Iago. Signior Lodovico ? 

Lod. He, sir. 

Iago. I cry you mercy ; Here's Cassio hurt 
By villains. 

Gra. Cassio ? 

Iago. How is it, brother ? 

Cas. My leg is cut in two. 

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid ! — 
Light, gentlemen ; I'll bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is't that cryM f 

Iago. Who is't that cry'd ? 

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio ! 
O Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio ! 

Iago, O notable strumpet ! — Cassio, may you suspect 
Who they should be, that have thus mangled you ? 

Cas. No. 

Gra. I am sorry, to find you thus : I have been to 
seek you. 

Iago. Lend me a garter : So. — O, for a chair. 
To bear him easily hence ! 

Bian. Alas, he faints : — O Cassio ! Caasio ! Cassio ! 
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lago. Gentlemen all^ I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. — 
Patience a wliile, good Cassio. — Come, come ; 
Lend mc a light. — Know we this face, or no f 
Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 
Roderigo ? no : —Yes, sure ; O heaven ! Roderigo. 

Gra, What, of Venice ? 

lago. Even he, sir ; did you know him i 

Gra, Know him ? ay. 

lago, Signior Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardon ; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners. 
That so neglected you. 

Gra, I am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio ? — O, a chair, a chair ! 

Gra, Roderigo ! 

lago. He, he, 'tis he : — O, that's well said ; — the 
chair : — \^A chuir brought in. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
ril fetch the general's surgeon. — For you, mistress, 

\To BlANCA. 

Save you your labour. — He that lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my dear friend : What malice was between you f 

Cas, None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 

logo. [To BiAN.] What, look you pale? — O, bear 
him out o'the air. — [Cas. and Rod. are borne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen : — Look you pale, mistress f 
Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ? — 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon : — 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her ; 
Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak. 
Though tongues were out of use. 
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Enter Emilia. 

Emil. 'Las, what's the matter ? wliat's the matter, 
husband ? 

logo. Ciissio hath here been set on in the dark. 
By Rodcrigo, and fellows that arc scap'd ; 
He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

Emil, Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Cassio ! 

lago. This is the fruit of whoring. — IVy thee, Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night : — 
What, do yflli shake at that ? 

JB/V//I. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore shake 
not. 

lago, O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me. 

Emil, Fye, fye upon thee, strumpet ! 

Bidn, I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest. 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emil, As I ? foil ! fye upon thee ! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassia 
dress'd : — 
Come, mistress, you must tell us another tale. — 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 
And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd. — 
Will you go on, I pray ? — ^This is the night, [Aside. 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. [Exeunt^ 



SCENE H. — A Bed-Chamber : Desdbmona in bed 

asleep, A light burning. 

Enter Othello. 
0th, It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,' — 
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Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 
It is the cause. — Yet I'll not shed her blood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. , 

[^fakes off his sword. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light : 
If 1 quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore. 
Should I repent me : — ^but once put out t)]|^e. 
Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat. 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck 'd thy 

rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again. 
It needs must wither : — Pll smell it on the tree. — 

IKissing her, 
O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword ! — One more, one more. — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And love thee after : — One more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears: This sorrow's heavenly^ 
It strikes, where it doth love, — She wakes — 

Des. Who's there ? Othello i 

0th. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 

0th, Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

0th. If you bethink yourself of any crime, 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 

VOL. XVII. H 



118 OTHELLO, ACT Y. 

Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 

0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit; 
No, — Heaven forefend ! — I would not kill thy soul. 

Des. Talk you of killing i 

0th. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then, heaven 
Have mercy on me ! 

0th. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

0th. Humph! 

Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then. 
When your eyes roll so : Why I should fear, I know 

not. 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 

0th. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 

0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving.— 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip f 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, I hope, I hope. 
They do not point on me. 

0th. Peace, and be still ! 

Des. I will so : What's the matter f 

0th. That handkerchief, which I so lov^d, and gave 
thee. 
Thou gav'st to Cassio. 

Des. No, by my life and soul ; 
Send for the n^an, and ask him. 

0th, Sweet soul, take he^d. 
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Take heed of perjury ; ihou'rt on thy death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

0th. Yes, presently : 
Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath. 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception^ 
That I do. groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me ! 

Oth. I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio, 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token. 

Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his hand. 

perjur'd woman ! thou dost stone my heart. 
And mak'st me call, what I intend to do, — 

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ; 
I never gave it him : — Send for him hither. 
And let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confess'd. 

Des. What, my lord ? 

Oth. That he hath — us'd thee. 

Des. How? unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. He*ll not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopped : 
Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. 

Des. My fear interprets then, — What, is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 
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Des. Alas ! he is betray'd, and I undone. 

0th. Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him to my 
face? 

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 

0th. Down, strumpet ! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 

Oth. Nay, if you strive,- 

Des. But half an hour. 

Oth. Being done. 
There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

Oth. It is too late. [He smothers her. 

Emil. [IVithin.'] My lord, my lord ! what ho ! mf 
lord ! my lord ! 

Oth. What noise is this ? — Not dead ! not yet quite 
dead? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. — 
So, so. 

Emil. [Within.'] What ho! my lord, my lord ! 

Oth. Who's there ? 

Emil. [fVithin.'] O, good my lord, I would speak a 
word with you. 

Oth. Yes ; — 'tis Emilia : — ^by and by. — She's dead. 
Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death; 
The noise was high. — Ha! no more moving? 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? Were't good f 
I think, she stirs again : — No. — What's the best? 
If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife : 
My wife ! my wife I what wife ? — I have no wife : 
O, insupportable ! O heavy hour ! 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
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Of sun and moon ; and that the afTrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

Emil. [fFiVA/w.] I do beseech you I may speak with you, 
O, good my lord ! 

0th. I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilia : — 
Soft,~by and by : — Let me the curtains draw. — 
Where art thou ? What^s the matter with thee now ? 

[[/w/bc/rs the door. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Oy good my lord, yonder's foul murder done. 

0th. What? now? 

Emil. But now, my lord ! 

0th. It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than she was wont ; 
And makes men mad. 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, has kill'd a young Venetian, 
Call'd — Roderigo. 

0th. Roderigo kill'd ! 
And Cassio kill'd ? 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

0th. Not Cassio kill'd? Then murder's out of tune. 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder'd ! 

Emil. Alas ! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That! what? 

Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice : — 
Help ! help, ho ! help ! — O lady, speak again ! 
Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, speak ! 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. O, who hath done 
This deed ? 
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Des. Nobody; I myself ; farewell: 
Commend me to my kind lord ; O, farewell. \^Dies, 

0th. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 

Emil. Alas, who knows ? 

0th. You heard her say herself, it was not I. 

Emil. She said so ; I must needs report the truth. 

0th. She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell ; 
Twas I that kilFd her. 

Emil. O, the more angel she. 
And you the blacker devil t 

0th. She turn'd to folly, and she was a whore.. 

Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a deviL 

0th. She was false as water. 

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 
That she was false ; O, she was heavenly true ! 

0th. Cassio did tup her : ask thy husband else. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell. 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity ; Thy husband knew it all. 

Emil. My husband ? 

0th. Thy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock ? 

0th. Ay, with Cassio. 
Nay, had she been true. 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I'd not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband ? 

0th. Ay, 'twas he that told me first ; 
An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emit. My husband f 
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Oih. What needs this iterance^ woman ? I say, thy 
husband. 

EmiL O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with 
love ! — 
My husband say, that she was false i 

0th. He, woman ; 
I say, thy husband ; Dost understand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

EmiL If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart ; 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th. Ha! 

EmiL Do thy worst : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven. 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th. Peace, you were best. 

EmiL Thou hast not half the power to do me harm. 
As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,— 
I care not for thy sword ; I'll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives : — Help ! help, ho ! help ! 
The Moor has kill'd my mistress ; Murder ! murder ! 

Enter MoNTANO, Gratiano, and Iago. 

Mon. What is the matter ! — How now, general f 

EmiL O, are you come, Iago ? you have done well. 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

EmiL Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man : 
He says, thou told'st him that his wife was false: 
I know, thou didst not, thou'rt not such a villain ; 
^peak, for my heart is full. 
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lago. I told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

EffiiL But did you ever tell him, she was false i 

lago. I did. 

EmiL You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : — 
She false with Cassio ! — Did you say with Cassio ? 

lago. With Cassio, mistress; Go to, charm your 
tongue. 

EmiL I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to 
speak ; 
My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed. 

jill, O heavens forefend ! 

EmiL And your reports have set the murder on. 

0th. Nay, stare not, masters; it is true, indeed. 

Gra. 'Tis a strange truth. 

Man. O monstrous act ! 

EmiL Villainy, villainy, villainy ! — 
I think upon't, — I think, — I smelPt; — O villainy ! 
I thought so then ; — I'll kill myself for grief. — 

villainy, villainy ! 

lago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get you 
home. 

EmiL Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak; 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now : — 
Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. O ! O ! O ! [Hanging over his wife. 

EmiL Nay, lay thee down, and roar ; 
For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent. 
That e'er did lift up eye. 

0th. O, she was foul ! — \_Bmng. 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : There lies your niece. 
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Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopp'd: 
I know, this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy father's dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now. 
This sight would make him do a desperate turn. 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side^ 
• And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pitiful : but yet, lago knows. 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confessed it : 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand ; 
It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

EmiL O heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 

lago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. Twill out, 'twill out ; — I hold my peacCj sir ? no; 
No, I will speak as liberal as the air; 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all. 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet Til speak. 

lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil. I will not. [Iago offers to stab his wife. 

Gra. Fye ! 
Your sword upon a woman ? 

Emil. O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief thoa 
speak'st of, 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often, with a solemn earnestness, 
(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,) 
He begg'd of me to steal it. 
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Idgo, Villainous whore ! 

Emil. She gave it Cassio ! dOj alas ; I fouad it^ 
And I did give't my husband. 

lago. Filth, thou liest. 

Emil. By heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen : 
O murd'rous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife i 

[Iaoo stabs Emilia, then rum out, 

0th. Are there no stones in heaven. 
But what serve for the thunder ? — Precious villain ! 

Gra. The woman falls ; sure, he has kill'a his wife. 

Emil. Ay, ay ; O, lay me by my mistress' side ! 

Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villain. Take you this weapon^ 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without; let him not pass. 
But kill him rather ; I'll after that same villain. 
For 'tis a damned slave. 

[Exeunt Montano and Gratiano. 

0th. I am not valiant neither. 
But every puny whipster gets my sword : — 
But why should honour outlive honesty i 
Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 
Hark, can'st thou hear me ? I will play the swan. 
And die in music ; — Willow, willow, willow. — 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor ; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 
So speaking as I think, I die, — I die. [Dies^ 

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber. 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper ;— 
O, here it is : — Uncle^ I must come forth. 
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Gra. [Within.'] If thou attempt it, it will cost thee 
dear; 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

0th. Look in upon me then, and speak with me^ 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

0th. Behold ! I have a weapon ; 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day^ 
That, with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate ? 'tis not so now. — 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt. 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back dismay'd ? ^tis a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast. 
And he retires ; — Where should Othello go ?— 
Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt. 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl t 
Even like thy chastity. — 
O cursed, cursed slave ! — Whip me, ye devils. 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire !— 
O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead ? 
Dead? O! O! O! 
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Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio^ carried in a 
Chair y and Officers, with Iago, prisoner. 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man i 

0th. That's he, that was Othello ; here I am. 

Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 

0th. I look down towards his feet; — but that's a 
fable : 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello tvounds I ago. 

Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

lago. I bleed, sir ; but not kill'd. 

0th. I am not sorry neither ; I'd have thee live ; 
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that was once so good, 
Fall'n in the practice of a cursed slave. 
What shall be said to thee ? 

0th. Why, any thing : 
An honourable murderer, if you will ; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confessed his villainy : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio's death i 

0th. Ay. 

Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

0th. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, I pray you, demand that demi-devil. 
Why he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ? 

lago. Demand me nothing : What you know^ you 
know : 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Cra. Torments will ope your lips. 
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0th. Well, thou dost best. 

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath befalFn^ 
Which, as I think, you know not : Here is a letter^ 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And here, another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

0th. O villain ! 

Cos. Most heathenish^ and most gross ! 

Lod. Now here's another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this^ it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came and satisfied him. 

0th. O the pernicious caitiff !-— 
How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cas. I found it in my chamber : 
And he himself confess'd, but even now. 
That there he dropp'd it, for a special purpose^ 
Which wrought to his desire. 

0th. O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

Cas. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter, — 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : And even but now he spake. 
After long seeming dead, — lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us ; 
Your power and your command is taken off. 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 
If there be any cunnmg cruelty. 
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That can torment him much, and hold him long. 
It shall be his : You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state : Come, bring him away. 

Oth, Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and they know it ; 
No more of that: — I pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate. 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 
Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too well ; 
Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whose hand. 
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away. 
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdued eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum : Set you down this : 
And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once. 
Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog. 
And smote him — thus. [Stab$ himself. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra. All, that's spoke, is marr'd. 

OM. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill'd thee ; — No way but 

this, [Falling upon Desdemona. 

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies. 

Cas, This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon i 
JFor he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartan dog. 
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 



SCENE II. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 131 

Look on the tragick loading of this bed ; [To Iago. 

This is thy work : the object poisons sight ;— 

Let it be hid.— Gratiano^ keep the house^ 

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they succeed to you. — To you, lord governor. 

Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 

The time, the place, the torture, — O enforce it ! 

Myself will straight aboard ; and, to the state. 

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt* 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 

Alonso^ king of Naples, 

Sebastian^ his brother. 

Prospero^ the rightful Duke of Milan. 

Antonio, Am brother, the usurping Duke of Milan* 

Ferdinand, son to the king of Naples. 

GoNZALO, an honest old counsellor of Naples. 

Adrian, i ^^^^^ 

Francisco, 3 

Caliban, a savage, and deformed slave. 

Trinculo, a jester. 

Stephano, a drunken butler. 

Master of a ship, Boatswain, and Mariners. 

Miranda, daughter to Prospero. 

Ariel, an airy spirit. 

Iris, 

CbreSj 

Juno, \ spirits. 

Nymphs, 

Reapers, 

Other spirits attending on Prospero. 

SCENE, the Sea, with a Ship ; afterwards an Uninlui' 

bited Island. 




ACT I. 
SCENE I.— On a Skip at Sea. 
A Storm kUH Thunder and Ligitmng. 
Enter a Ship-master and a Boatswain. 
Matter. Boiitswain, — 
Boatt. Here, master : What cheer f 
Mast. Good : Speak to the muriners : fall to't yare- 
Jy, or we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. \Exil. 
VOL. XVII. I 2 
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Enter Mariners. 

Boats. Heigb^ my hearts ; cheerly, cheerly, my 
hearts ; yare, yare : Take in the to|)-saiI ; Tend to the 
Oiaster's whistle. — Blow, till thou burst thy wind^ if 
room enough I 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, F£rdinand> 

GoNZALo, and others^ 

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where's the 
master? Play the men. 

Boats. I pray now, keep below. 

Ant. Where is the master. Boatswain ? 

Boats. Do you not hear him i You mar our labour ;. 
Keep your cabins : you do assist the storm. 

Gon. Nay, good, be patient. 

Boats. When the sea is. H^nce ! Wliat care these 
roarers for the name of king? To cabin: silence: 
trouble us not. 

Gon. Good ; yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 

Boats. None that I more love than myself. You are 
a counsellor ; if you can command these elements- to 
silence, and work the peace of the present, we shall 
not hand a rope more ; use your authority. If you 
cannot, give thanks you have lived so long, and make 
yourself ready in your cabin for the mischance of the 
hour, if it so hap. — Cheerly, good hearts. — Out of our 
way, I say. [£x/V. 

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow : me- 
thinks he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his com- 
plexion? is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good fate, to 
his hanging! make the rope of his destiny our cable. 
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for our own doth little advantage ! if he be not bom 
to be hanged^ our case is miserable. \^Exeunt. 

Re-enter Boatswain. 

Boats. Down with^the top-mast; yare; lower, low- 
er ; bring her to try with main-course. [^ cry mthin.'] 
A plague upon this howling ! they are louder than the 
weather, or our office. — 

Me-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 

Yet again ? what do you here i Shall we give o'er, and 
drown ? Have you a mind to sink ? 

5^6. A pox o' your throat ! you bawling, blasphe- 
mous, incharitable dog ! 

Boats. Work you, then. 

jint. Hang, cur, hang ! you whoreson, insolent 
noise-maker, we are less afraid to be drowned than 
thou art. 

Gon. ni warrant him from drowning ; though the 
ship were no stronger than a uut-shell,^ and as^ leaky as 
an unstaunched wench. 

Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ; set her two courses ; 
off to sea again, lay her off. 

Enter Mariners wet* 

Mar, All lost ! to prayers, to prayers ! all lost ! 

lExeunt* 
Boats. What, must our mouths be cold i 
Gon. The king and prince at prayers ! let us assist 
them. 
For our case is as theirs. 
Seb. I am out of patience. 
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Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by drunk- 
ards. — 
This wide-chapped rascal ; — 'Would, thou might'st lie 

drowning. 
The washing of ten tides ! 

Gon. He'll be hanged yet; 
Though every drop of water swear against it. 
And gape at wid'st to glut him. 

[A confused noise within'] Mercy on us ! — We split, wc 
split! — Farewell, my wife and children! — Farewell, 
brother ! — ^We split, we split, we split ! — 

Ant. Let's all sink with the king. [Ejnt. 

Seb. Let's take leave of him. lExit. 

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea 
for an acre of barren ground ; long heath, brown furze, 
any thing : The wills above be done ! but I would fain 
die a dry death. [JEot^. 



SCENE II.-^The Island: before the cell of Pros- 

PERO. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch. 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek. 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffer'd 
With those I saw suffer ! a brave vessel. 
Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her, 
Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
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Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish'd. 

Had I been any god of power, I would 

Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'er 

It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 

The freighting souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected ; 
No more amazement : tell your piteous heart. 
There's no harm done. 

Mira. O, woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm. 
I have done nothing but in care of thee, 
(Of thee, my dear oae ! thee, my daughter !) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell. 
And thy no greater father. 

Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro. Tis time 
I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand. 
And pluck my magick garment from me. — So ; 

{^Lays down /us mantk. 
Lie there my art. — ^Wipe thou thine eyes ; have com- 
fort. 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order'd, that there is no soul — 
No, not so much perdition as an hair. 
Betid to any creature in the vessel 
Which thou heard'st cry^ which thou saw'st sink. 
Sit down ; 
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For thou must now know further. 

Mira, You have often 
Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd 
And left me to a bootless inquisition ; 
Concluding, Stay, not yet, — 

Pro. The hour's now come ; 
The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Can'st thou remember 
A time before we came into this cell ? 
I do not think thou can'st ; for then thou wast not 
Out three years old. 

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro. By what ? by any other house, or person ? 
Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. 'Tis far off; 
And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or five women once, that tended me f 

Pro. Thou had'st, and more, Miranda : But how is 

it. 
That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else 
In the dark backwaid and abysm of time ? 
If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam'st here. 
How thou cam'st here, thou may'st. 

Mira. But that I do not. 

Pro. Tv/elve years since, Miranda, twelve ycai's 
since, 
Tliy father was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
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She said—thou wast my daughter ; and thy father 
Was duke of Milan ; and his only heir 
A princess ; — no worse issued. 

Mira. O, the heavens ! 
What foul play had we, that we came from thence f 
Or blessed was't, we did ? 

Pro. Both, both, my girl : 
By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. O, my heart bleeds 
To think o' the teen that I have tum'd vou to. 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio, — 
I pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ! — he whom, next thyself. 
Of uU the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at that time. 
Through all the signiories it was the first. 
And Prospero the prime duke; being so reputed 
In dignity, and, for the liberal arts. 
Without a parallel ; those being all my study. 
The government I cast upon my brother. 
And to ray state grew stranger, being transported. 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle — 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Mira. Sir, most heedfully. 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits. 
How to deny them ; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash for over-topping ; new created 
Tlie creatures that were mine ; I say, or chang'd them. 
Or else new form'd them : having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts 
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To what tune pleas'd his ear ; that now he was 
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunks 
And suck*d my verdure out on't. — ^Thou attend'st not : 
I pray thee, mark me. 

Mira. O good sir, I do. 

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retir'd, 
Cer-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother 
Awak'd an evil nature : and my trust. 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood, in its contrary as great 
As my trust was ; which had, indeed, no limit, 
A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded. 
Not only with what my revenue yielded. 
But what my power might else exact, — like one. 
Who having, unto truth, by telling of it. 
Made such a sinner of his memory. 
To credit his own lie, — he did believe 
He was the duke ; out of the substitution. 
And executing the outward face of royalty. 
With all prerogative : — Hence his ambition 
Growing, — Dost hear? 

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pro, To have no screen between this part he play*d 
And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man ! — my library 
Was dukedom large enough ; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry he was for sway) with the kibg of Naples, 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to the crown, and bend 
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The dukedom^ yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan !) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O the heavens ! 

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event; then tell me. 
If this might be a brother. 

Mira, I should sin 
To think but nobly of my grandmother : 
Good wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pro. Now the condition. 
This king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit; 
Which was, that he in lieu o* the premises, — 
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, — 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom ; and confer fair Milan, 
With all the honours, on my brother : Whereon, 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, i' the dead of daikness. 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying self. 

Mira. Alack, for pity ! 
I, not remembering how I cried out then. 
Will cry it o'er again ; it is a hint. 
That wrings mine eyes. 

Pro. Hear a little further. 
And then I'll bring thee to the present business 
Which now's upon us ; without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mira. Wherefore did they not 
Tliat hour destroy us? 

Pro, Well demanded, wench : 
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My tale provokes that question. Dear^ they durst not; 

(So dear the love my people bore me) nor set 

A mark so bloody on the business ; but 

With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 

Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepared 

A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg*d. 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 

Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us. 

To cry to the sea, that roar'd to us ; to sigh 

To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again^ 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mira. Alack ! what trouble 
Was I then to you ! 

Pro. O ! a cherubim 
Tliou wast, that did preserve me ! Tliou didst smile. 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven. 
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt; 
Under my burden groan'd ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Arainst what should ensue. 

Mira, How came we ashore ? 

Pro. By Providence divine. 
Some food wc had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble NeapoUtan, Gonzalo, 
Out of his charity, (who being then appointed 
Master of this design,) did give us ; with 
llich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries. 
Which since have steaded much; so, of his gentleness. 
Knowing I lov'd my books, he furnish'd me. 
From my own library, with volumes that 
I priz'd above my dukedom. 
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Mira. 'Would I might 
But ever see that man ! 

Pro. Now I arise : — 
Sit stilly and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here, in this island, we arriv'd ; and here 
Have I, thy school-master, made thee more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

Mira. Heavens thank you for't ! And now, I pray 
you, sir, 
(For still 'tis beating in my mind,) your reason 
For raising this sea-storm i 

Pro. Know thus far forth. — 
By accident most strange, bountiful fortune. 
Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — Here cease more questions ; 
Thou art inclin'd to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness. 
And give it way; — I know thou can'st not choose.-^ 

[Miranda $letp$. 
Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ; 
Approach, my Ariel ; come. 

Enter Ariel. 

Ari. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly. 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds ; to thy strong bidding task 
Ariel, and all his quality. 
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Pro. Hasl thou^ spirit^ 
Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee? 

Ari. To every article. 
I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak^ 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam'd amazement : Sometimes, Vd divide^ 
And bum in many places ; on the top-mast. 
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly. 
Then meet, and join : Jove's lightnings, the precursors 
O* the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-out-running were not : The fire, and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble^ 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pro. My brave spirit ! 
Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reason ? 

Jlri. Not a soul 
But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all a-fire with me : the king's son, Ferdinand^ 
With hair up-staring, (then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leap'd ; cried. Hell is empty. 
And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why, that's my spirit ! 
But was not this nigh shore ? 

Ari. Close by, my master. 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe ? 

Ari. Not a hair perish'd ; 
On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 
But fresher than before : and^ as thou bad'st me. 
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In troops I have dispersed them 'bout the isle : 
The king's son have I landed by himself; 
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs^ 
In an odd angle of the isle^ and sittings 
His arms in this sad knot. 
Pro, Of the king's ship. 
The mariners^ say^ how thou hast dispos'd^ 
And aU the rest o* the fleet ? 

Art. Safely in harbour 
Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still-vex'd Bermoothes, there she's hid : 
The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; 
Whom, with a charm join'd to their suffer'd labour, 
I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fleet. 
Which I dispers'd, they all have met again; 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote. 
Bound sadly home for Naples ; 
Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd, 
And his great person perish. 

Pro, Ariel, thy charge 
Exactly is perform'd ; but there's more work : 
What is the time o' the day f 
jlri. Past the mid-season. 

Pro, At least two glasses ; The time 'twixt six and 
now. 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 
Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me 
pains. 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promised. 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now i moody f 
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What is't thou can'st demand ? 

jiri. My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more. 

Ari. I pray thee 
Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings: thou didst pro- 
mise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro. Dost thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee ? 

jiri. No. 

Pro. Thou dost : and think'st 
It much, to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 
To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 
To do me business in the veins o' the earth. 
When it is bak'd with frost. 

jiri. I do not, sir. 

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age, and envy. 
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ? 

jiri. No, sir. 

Pro. Thou hast : Where was she bom ? speak ; tell 
mc. 

j4ri. Sir, in Argicr. 

Pro, O, was she so ? I must. 
Once in a month, recount what thou hast been. 
Which thou forget'st. This damn'd witch, Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know'st, was banish'd ; for one thing she did. 
They would not take her life : Is not this true ? 
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An. Ay, sir. 

Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with 
child. 
And here was left by the sailors : Tliou, my slave. 
As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands. 
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee. 
By help of her more potent ministers. 
And in her most unmitigable rage. 
Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprisoned, thou did'st painfully remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died. 
And left thee there ; where thou did'st vent thy groans. 
As fast as mill-wheels strike : Then was this island, 
(Save for the son that she did litter here, 
A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not honoured with 
A human shape. 

Ari. Yes ; Caliban her son. 

Pro. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st 
What torment I did find thee in : thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damned, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art. 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

Ari. I thank thee, master. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters. 
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Art. Pardon, master : 
I will be correspondent to command^ 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days 
I will discharge thee. 

Ari. That's my noble master ! 
What shall I do ? say what ? what shall I do ? 

Pro. Go make thyself like to a nymph o' the sea ; 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape. 
And hither come in't : hence, with diligence. \Exit Ariel. 
Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake ! 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness on me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on; 
We'll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mira. Tis a villain, sir, 
I do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as 'tis. 
We cannot miss him : he does make our fire. 
Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 
That profit us. What ho ! slave ! Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

Cal. IfVitfun.'] There's wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth, I say ; there's other business far thee: 
Come forth, thou tortoise ! when i 

Re-tnter Ariel, like a watcr-nympi. 

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 



SCENE II. TEMPEST. 153 

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. {Exit. 

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven's feather from unwholesome fen. 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye. 
And blister you all o'er ! 

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 
cramps. 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work. 
All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 
This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother. 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou camest first. 
Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me ; would'st 

give me 
Water with berries in't ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less. 
That bum by day and night : and then I lov'd thee. 
And shew'd thee all the qualities o' the isle. 
The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fertile; 
Cursed be I that did so ! — ^AU the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
For I am all the subjects that you have. 
Which first was mine own king : and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest of the island. 

VOL. XVII. K 
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Pro. Thou most lying slave. 
Whom stripes may move, not kindness : I have us'd 

thee. 
Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodg'd thee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 

Cal. O ho, O ho ! — 'would it had been done ! 
Tliou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pro. Abhorred slave ! 
Which any print of goodness will not take. 
Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage. 
Know thine own meanings but would'st gabble like 
A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes 
With words that made them known : But thy vile race, 
Tliough thou didst learn, had that in't which good na- 
tures 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confin'd into this rock. 
Who hadst descrv'd more than a prison. 

Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curse : The red plague rid you. 
For learning me your language ! 

Pro. Hag-seed, hence ! 
Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best. 
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice f 
If thou neglect'st, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar. 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 
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CaL No, 'pray thee ! 
I must obey : his art is of such power, \^Aside. 

It would control my dam's god, Setebos, 
And make a vassal of him. 

Pro. So, slave; hence! [ExiV Caliban. 

Re-enter Ariel invisible, playing and singing ,• Ferdi- 
nand yb/fozring him. 

Ariel's Song. 

Come unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands : 
CourVsied when you have, and kissed, 

(The wild waves whist,) 
Foot it featly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 

Hark, hark ! 
Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. {Dispersedly. 

The watch-dogs bark : 
Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. [Dispersedly. 

Hark, hark ! I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticltre 
Cry, Cock-^'doodle-doo. 

Fer. Where should this music be ? i' the air, or the 
earth ? 
It sounds no more : — and sure, it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck. 
This music crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 
WiUi its sweet air : thence I have foUow'd it. 
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Or it hath drawn me rather : — But 'tis gone. 
No^ it begins again. 

Ariel sings. 

Full fathom Jive thy father lies ; 

Of' his bones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fade. 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Hark I now I hear them, — ding-dong, bell. 

[Burden, ding-dong. 

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown'd father :— 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes : — I hear it now above me. 

Pro, The fringed curtains of thine eye advancej 
And say, what thou seest yond'. 

Mira. What is't i a spirit ? 
Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir^ 
It carries a brave form : — But 'tis a spirit. 

Pro. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath suck 
senses 
As we have, such : This gallant, which thou seest. 
Was in the wreck ; and but he's something stain'd 
With grief, that's beauty's canker, thou might'st call 

him 
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows^ 
And strays about to find them. 

Mira, I might call him 
A thing divine : for nothing natural 
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I ever saw so noble. 

Pro. It goes on, {^Jsidc. 

As my soul prompts it: — Spirit, fine spirit ! I'll free thee 
Within two days for this. 

Fer. Most sure, the goddess 
On whom these airs attend ! — Vouchsafe, my prayer 
May know, if you remain upon this island ; 
And that you will some good instruction give. 
How I may bear me here : My prime request. 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder ! 
If you be made, or no ? 

Mira. No wonder, sir ; 
But, certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language ! heavens ! — 
I am the best of them that speak this speech. 
Were I but where 'tis spoken. 

Pro. How ! the best ? 
What wert thou, if the king of Naples heard thee f- 

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples : He docs hear me ; 
And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck'd. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords; the duke of Milan, 
And his brave son, being twain. 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 
And his more braver daughter, could control thee. 
If now 'twere fit to do't : — At the first sight [Aside. 
They have chang'd eyes : — Delicate Ariel, 
I'll set thee free for this ! — ^A word, good sir ; 
I fear, you have done yourself some wrong : a word. 
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Mira. Why speaks my father so ungently ? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw ; the first 
That e'er I sigh'd for : pity move my father 
To be inclin'd my way ! 

Fer. O, if a virgin. 
And your affection not gone forth, I'll make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more. — 
They are both in either's powers : but this swifl busi- 
ness 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning [^Aside. 
Make the prize light. — One word more ; I charge thee 
That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow'st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it 
From me, tlie lord on'L 

Fcr. No, as I am a man. 

Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in such a temple: 
If the ill spirit have so fair an house. 
Good things will strive to dwell with't. 

Pro. Follow me. — [To Feed. 

Speak not you for him ; he's a traitor. — Come. 
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together : 
Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food shall be' 
Tlie fresh brook muscles, withered roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled : Follow. 

Fer. No; 
I will resist such entertainment, till 
Mine enemy has more power. [£fe draws. 

Mira. O, dear father. 
Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He's gentle, and not fearful. 
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Pro, What, I say. 
My foot my tutor ! — Put thy sword up, traitor; 
Who mak'st a shew, but dar'st not strike, thy conscience 
Is so possess'd with guilt : come from thy ward ; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick. 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beseech you, father ! 

Pro, Hence ! hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity ; 
rU be his surety. 

Pro. Silence : one word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. W^at ! 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush ! 
Thou think'st, there are no more such shapes as he. 
Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench ! 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels. 

Mira. My affections 
Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on ; obey : \To Feed. 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again. 
And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are : 
My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 
The wreck of all my friends, or this man's threats^ 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me. 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all comers else o' the earth 
Let liberty make use of; space enough 
Have I in such a prison. 
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Pro. It works: — Come on. — 
Thou hast done well, fine Ariel ! — Follow me. — 

[To Feed, and Mib. 
Hark, what thou else shald do me. [To Aeiel. 

Mira. Be of comfort ; 
My father's of a better nature, sir. 
Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted. 
Which now came from him. 

Pro. Thou shalt be as free 
As mountain winds : but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

jiri. To the syllable. 

Pro. Come^ follow : — speak not for him. lExeunt. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. — Another part of the Island. 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo^ 
Adrian, Francisco, and others. 

Gon. 'Beseech you, sir, be merry : you have cause 
(So have we all) of joy ; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss : Our hint of woe 
Is common ; every day, some sailor's wife. 
The masters of some merchant, and the merchant. 
Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle, 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace. 

Seb, He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

Ant, The visitor will not give him o'er so. 

Seb. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit; by 
and by it will strike. 

Gon. Sir, 

Seb. One: ^Tcll. 

Gon. When every grief is entertain'd, that's offer'd. 
Comes to the entertainer 

Seb. A dollar. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed; you have spokea 
truer than you purposed. 
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Seb, You have taken it wiselier tlian I meant you 
should. 

Gon. Therefore, my lord, 

jint. Fye, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue ! 

jilon. I pr'ythee, spare. 

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet 

Seh. He will be talking. 

jint. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good wager, 
first begins to crow ! 

Seb. The old cock. 

jint. The cockrel. 

Seb. Done : The wager i 

Ant. A laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

Adr. Tliough this island seem to be desert, 

Seb. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ant. So, youVe paid. 



Adr. Uninhabitable, and ahnost inaccessible, 

Stb. Yet, 

Adr. Yet 

Ant. He could not miss it. 

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and delicate 

temperance. 
Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 
Seb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most learnedly delivered. 
Adr. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 
Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 
Ant. Or, as Hwerc perfumed by a fen. 
Gon. Here is every thing advantsigeous to life. 
Alon. True ; save means to live. 
Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 
Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks i how green? 
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Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny. 

Stb, With an eye of green in't. 

Ant, He misses not much. 

Seb. No ; he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed ahnost 
beyond credit) 

Seb. As many vouch'd rarities are. 

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were, drench- 
ed in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their freshness, 
and glosses ; being rather new dy'd, than stain'd with 
salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would 
it not say, he lies ? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report, 

Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh as 
when we put them on first in Afric, at the marriage of 
the king's fair daughter, Claribel, to the king of Tunis. 

Stb. Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper well in 
our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a pa- 
ragon to their queen. 

Gon. Not since widow Dido's time. 

Ant. Widow ? a pox o'that ! How came that widow 
in f Widow Dido ! 

Seb. What if he had said, widower ^neas too ? good 
lord, how you take it ! 

Adr. Widow Dido, said you ? you make me study 
of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr. Carthage? 

Gon. I assure you, Carthage. 

Am. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 
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Seb. He hath rais'd the wall^ and houses too. 

jint. What impossible matter will he make easy 
next • 

Seb, I think he will carry this island home in his 
pockety and give it his son for an apple. 

jint. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring 
forth more islands. 

Gon. Ay ? 

jint. Why, in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments seem 
now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now queen. 

jint. And the rarest that e'er came there. 

Seb. 'Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

jint. O, widow Dido; ay, widow Dido. 

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day 
I wore it ? I mcim, in a sort. 

jint. lliat sort was well fish'd for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage i 

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears, against 
Tlie stomach of my sense : 'Would I had never 
Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence^ 
My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too. 
Who is so far from Italy remov'd, 
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee ! 

Fran. Sir, he may live ; 
I saw him beat the surges under him. 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water. 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swohi that met him : his bold head 
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'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 

Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 

To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd. 

As stooping to reheve him : I not doubt. 

He came aUve to land. 

Alon, No, no, he's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss ; 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter. 
But rather lose her to an African ; 
Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye. 
Who hath cause to wet the grief on't. 

Alon, Pry'thee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwise 
By all of us : and the fair soul herself 
Weigh'd, between lothness and obedience, at 
Which end o' the beam she'd bow. We have lost your 

son, 
I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business' making. 
Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault's 
Your own. 

Alon. So is the dearest of the loss. 

Gon. My lord Sebastian, 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness. 
And time to speak it in : you rub the sore. 
When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very well. 

Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir. 
When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather? 

Ant. Very foul. 
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Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord^ 

j4fit. He'd sow it with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon. And were the king of it. What would I do ? 

Seb. 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 

Goth. V the commonwealth I would by contraries 
Execute all things; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 
Letters should not be known ; no use of service. 
Of riches or of poverty ; no contracts. 
Successions ; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none : 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil : 
No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 
And women too ; but innocent and pure : 
No sovereignty : — 

Seb. And yet he would be king on't. 

jint. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets 
the beginning. 

Gon. All things in common nature should produce^ 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony. 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine. 
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth. 
Of its own kind, all soizon, all abundance. 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying 'mong his subjects? 

jint. None, man ; all idle ; whores, and knaves. 

Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir. 
To excel the golden age. 

Seb. 'Save his majesty ! 

^nt. Long live Gonzalo ! 

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir ?— 
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Alon. Pr'ytheej no more : thou dost talk nothing to 
me. 

Gon. I do well believe your highness ; and did it to 
minister occasion to these gentlemen, w ho are of such 
sensible and nimble lungs, that they always use to laugh 
at nothing. 

Ant. Twas you we laugh'd at. 

Gon, Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am no- 
thing to you : so you may continue, and laugh at no- 
thing still. 

Ant. What a blow was there given f 

Stb. An it had not fallen flat-long. 

Gon, You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would 
list the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue 
in it five weeks without changing. 

Enter Ariel invisible, playing solemn music* 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No, I warrant you ; I will not adventure my 
discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, for 
I am very heavy f 

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 

\^All sleep but Alon. Seb. and Ant. 

Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts : I find^ 
They are inclin'd to do so. 

Seb. Please you, sir. 
Do not omit the heavy oflfer of it : 
It seldom visits sorrow; when it dotb^ 
It is a comforter. 

Ant. We two, my lord. 
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Will guard your person, while you take your rest. 
And watch your safety. 

Alon. Thank you : Wond'rous heavy. 

[Alonzo sleeps. Exit Ariel 
Seb, What a strange drowsiness possesses them ! 

Ant. It is the quality of the climate. 

Seb. Why 
Doth it not then our eye-lids sink ? I find not 
Myself dispos'd to sleep. 

j4nt. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble. 
Tlicy fell together all, as by consent ; 
They dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What might. 
Worthy Sebastian ? — O, what might ? — No more : — 
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face. 
What thou should'st be : the occasion speaks thee 

and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Seb. What, art thou waking ? 

Ant. Do you not hear me speak f 

Seb. I do ; and, surely. 
It is a sleepy language; and thou speak'st 
Out of thy sleep : What is it thou didst say i 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving. 
And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 
Thou let'st thy fortune sleep — die rather ; wink'st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Tliou dost snore distinctly ; 
There's meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am more serious than my custom : yoa 
Must be so too, if heed me ; which to do. 
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Trebles thee o'er. 

Srb. Well ; I am standing water. 

jifU. I'll teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do so : to ebb^ 
Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O, 
If you but knew, how you the purpose cherish. 
Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it. 
You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed. 
Most often do so near the bottom run. 
By their own fear, or sloth. 

Seb. Pr'ythee, say on : 
The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed. 
Which throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Thus, sir : 
Although this lord of weak remembrance, this 
(Who shall be of as little memory. 
When he is earth'd,) hath here almost persuaded 
(For he's a spirit of persuasion only,) 
The king, his son's alive ; 'tis as impossible 
That he's undrown'd, as he that sleeps here, swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 
That he's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope. 
What great hope have you ! no hope, that way, is 
Another way so high an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond. 
But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, with me. 
That Ferdinand is drown'd i 

Seb. He's gone. 

Ant. Then, tell me, 

VOL. XVII. L 
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Who's the next heir of Naples ? 

Seb. Claribel. 

jlnt. She that is queen of Tunis ; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from Naples 
Can have no note^ unless the sun were post^ 
(The man i'the moon's too slow,) till new-born chins 
Be rough and razorable : she, from whom 
We were all sea-swallow'd, though some cast again ; 
And, by that, destin'd to perform an act. 
Whereof what's past is prologue; what to come. 
In yours and my discharge. 

Seb. What stuff is this ? — How say you ? 
Tis true, my brother's daughter's queen of Tunis ; 
So is she heir of Naples ; 'twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 
Seems to cry out, How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples f — Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake !^-Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz'd them ; why, they were no worse 
Than now they are : Tliere be, that can rule Naples, 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prate 
As amply, and unnecessarily. 
As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make 
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this 
For your advancement ! Do you understand me ? 

Seb. Methinks, I do. 

Ant, And how does your content 
Tender your own good fortune ? 

Seb, I remember, 
*You did supplant your brother Prospcro. 
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Ant. True: 
And^ look^ how well my garments sit upon me ; 
Much feater than before : My brother's servants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 

Seb. But, for your conscience— 

Ant. Ay, sir ; where lies that? if it were a kybe, 
Twould put me to ray slipper; But I feel not 
This deity in my bosom : twenty consciences. 
That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be they. 
And melt, ere they molest ! Here lies your brother. 
No better than the earth he lies upon. 
If he were that which now he's like ; whom I, 
With this obedient steel, three inches of it. 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you, doing thus. 
To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest^ 
They'll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk ; 
They'll tell the clock to any business that 
We say befits the hour. 

Seb. Thy case, dear friend. 
Shall be my precedent : as thou got'st Milan, 
I'll come by Naples. Draw thy sword : one stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'st; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

Ant, Draw together : 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like. 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Stb. O, but OBie word. 

[They concent apart. 
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Music. Re-enter Ariel, irmsible* 

Art. My master through his art foresees the danger 
That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth, 
(For else his project dies,) to keep them living. 

[Singi in Gonzalo's ear. 

While you here do stioring lie, 
Open-ey'd conspiracy 

His time doth take : 
If of life you keep a care. 
Shake off slumber, and beware : 

Awake! Awake! 

Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 

Gon. Now, good angels, preserve the king ! 

[7%ey wake. 

Alon. Why, how now, ho ! awake ! Why are you 
drawn ? 
Wherefore this ghastly looking ? 

Gon. What's the matter ? 

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose. 
Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake you ? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, 'twas a din to fright a monster's ear ; 
To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo i 

Gon. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming. 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me : 



i 



SCENE II. TEMPEST. 173 

I shak'd you, sir, and cry'd ; as mine eyes open'd, 
I saw their weapons drawn : — there was a noise. 
That's verity : 'Best stand upon our guard ; 
Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons. 

Alon, Lead oif this ground ; and let's make further 
search 
For my poor son. 

Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts ! 
For he is, sure, i' the island. 

Alon. Lead away. 

Ari. Prospero, my lord, shall know what I have 

done : [Andc. 

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [ExewU. 



SCENE II.— Another part of the Island. 

Enter Caliban, with a burden of wood. 

A noise of thunder heard. 

CaL All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and mdce him 
By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me. 
And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch. 
Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i' the mire. 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 
Sometime like apes, that moe and chatter at me. 
And after, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am I 
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All wound wftli adders^ who^ with cloven tongues^ 
Do hiss me into madness : — Lo ! now ! lo I 

Enter Trinculo. 

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me^ 
For bringing wood in slowly : I'll fall flat; 
Perchance he will not mind me. 

Trin. Here's neither bush nor shrub^ to bear off any 
weather at all^ and another storm brewing ; I hear it 
sing i' the wind : yond' same black cloud, yond' huge 
one, looks like a foul bumbard that would shed his li- 
quor. If it should thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head : yond' same cloud cannot 
choose but fall by pailfuls. — What have we here ? a 
man or a fish i Dead or alive ? A fish : he smells like 
a fish; a very ancient and fish-like smell; a kind of, 
not of the newest, Poor-John. A strange fish ! Were 
I in England now, (as once I was,) and bad but this 
fish painted, not a holiday fool there but would give a 
piece of silver : there would this monster make a man ; 
any strange beast there makes a man : when they will 
pot give a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay 
out ten to see a dead Indian. Legg'd like a man ! and 
his fins like arms ! Warm, o' my tro(h ! I do now let 
loose my opinion, hold it no longer ; this is no fish, 
but an islander, that hath lately suffered by a thunder- 
bolt. [Thunder,"] Alas ! the storm is come again : 
my best way is to creep under his gaberdine; there is 
no other ihelter hereabout : Misery acquaints a man 
with strange bed-fellows. I will here shroud^ till the 
drcj^s of the storm be past. 
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Enter Stephano, sifiging ; a bottle in his hand. 

Ste. / shall no more to sea, to sea. 

Here shall I die a-slwre ; — 

This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral : 
Well, here's my comfort. [DnnJb. 

The master, the swabber, the boatswain, and I, 

The gunner, and his mate, 
Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery, 

But none of' us car' d for Kate : 

For she had a tongue with a tang. 

Would cry to a sailor. Go, hang. 
She lov'd not the savour of tar nor of pitch. 
Yd a tailor might scratch her w/iere-e'er she did itch : 

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang, 

lliis is a scurry tune too : but here's my comfort. 

[Drifiks. 

CaL Do not torment me : O ! 

Ste. What's the matter ? Have we devils here f Do 
you put tricks upon us with savages, and men of Indef 
Ha ! I have not 'scap'd drowning, to be afeard now 
of your four legs ; for it hath been said. As proper a 
man as ever went on four legs, cannot make him give 
ground : and it shall be said so again, while Stephano 
breathes at nostrils. 

CaL The spirit torments me : O ! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with four legs, 
who hath got^as I take it, an ague : Where the devil 
should he learn our language f I will give him some 
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relief^ if it be but for that : If I can recover him^ and 
keep him tame^ and get to Naples with him, he's a 
present for any emperor that ever trod on neat's-lea- 
ther. 

CaL Do not torment me, pry 'thee ; 
I'll bring my wood home faster. 

Ste, He's in his fit now ; and does not talk after the 
wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have never 
drunk wine afore, it will go near to ramove his fit: if 
I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take 
too much for him : he shall pay for him that hath 
him, and that soundly. 

CaL Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou wilt 
Anon, I know it by thy trembling : • 
Now Prosper works upon thee. 

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth ; here 
is that which will give language to you, cat; open 
your mouth : this will shake your shaking, I can tell 
you, and that soundly: you cannot tell who's your 
friend ; open your chaps again. 

Trin. I should know that voice : It should be — but 
he is drowned ; and these are devils : O ! defend 
me ! — 

Ste. Four legs, and two voices; a most delicate 
monster ! His forward voice now is to speak well of 
his friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches^ 
and to detract. If all the wine in my bottle will reco- 
ver him, I will help his ague : Come, ^Amen ! I 

will pour some in thy other mouth. 

Trin. Stephano, — 

Ste^ Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy ! mercy \ 
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This is a devil^ and no monster : I will leave him ; I 
have no long spoon. 

Trin. Stephano ! — if thou beest Stephano, touch 
me, and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo ; — be not a- 
feard, — thy good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth; FIl pull 
thee by the lesser legs : if any be Trinculo's legs, these 
are they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed: How 
cam's t thou to be the siege of this moon-calf? can he 
vent Trinculos ? 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder- 
stroke : — But art thou not drowned, Stephano ? I hope 
now, thou art not drowned. Is the storm over-blown ? 
I hid me under the dead moon-calPs gaberdine, for 
fear of the storm : And art thou living, Stephano i O 
Stephano, two Neapolitans 'scap'd ! 

Ste. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about; my stomach 
is not constant. 

Cal. These be fine things, an if they be not sprites. 
That's a brave god, and bears celestial liquor : 
I will kneel to him. 

Ste. How did'st thou 'scape ? How cam'st thou hi- 
ther ? swear by this bottle, how thou cam'st hither. I 
escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors heaved 
over-board, by this bottle ! which I made of the bark 
of a tree, with mine own hands, since I was cast a- 
shore. 

CaL I'll swear, upon that bottle, to be thy 
True subject ; for the liquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Hear ; swear then how thou escap'dst. 

Trin. Swam a-shore, man, like a duck ; I can swim 
like a duck, I'll be sworn. 
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Ste, Here, kiss the book : Though thou can't swim 
like a duck, thou art made like a goose, 

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock by 
the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now, moon- 
calf? how does thine ague ? 

Cal. Hast thou not dropped from heaven i 

Ste. Out o' the moon, I do assure thee : I was the 
man in the moon, when time was. 

Cal. I have scor. thee l.t her, and I do adore thee; 
My mistress shewed me thee, thy do^r^ and bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book : I will fur- 
nish it anon with new contents : swear. 

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow mon- 
ster :— I afeard of him ? — a very weak monster : — The 
man i' the moon ? — a most poor credulous monster : — 
Well drawn, monster, in good sooth. 

Cal. ril shew thee every fertile inch o' the island ; 
And kiss thy foot : I pr'ythee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
monster ; when his god's asleep, he'll rob his bottle. 

Cal. I'll kiss thy foot : I'll swear myself thy subject. 

Ste. Come on then ; down^ and swear. 

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy- 
headed monster : A most scurvy monster ! I could find 
in my heart to beat him, — 

Ste. Come, kiss. 

Trin. — ^but that the poor monster's in drink : 
An abominable monster ! 

Cal. I'll shew thee the best springs ; I'll pluck thee 
berries ; 
I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 
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III bear him no more sticks^ but follow thee. 
Thou wond'rous man. 

Trin. A most ridiculous monster ; to make a won- 
der of a poor drunkard. 

CaL I pr'y thee, let me bring thee where crabs grow ; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Shew thee a jay's nest^ and instruct thee bow 
To snare the nimble marmozet ; I'll bring thee 
To clus'tring filberds^ and sometimes I'll get thee 
Young sea-mells from the rock : Wilt thou go with me t 
Ste. I pr'ythee now, lead the way, without any more 
talking. — ^Trinculo, the king and all our company else 
being drowned, we will inherit here. — Here ; bear my 
bottle. Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by 
again. 

Cal. Farewell, master ; farewell, farewell. 

[Sings drunkenly. 
Trin. A howling monster; a drunken monster. 
Cal. No more dams Pll make for fish; 
Nor fetch in firing 
At requiring, 
Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish ; 
*Ban 'Ban, Ca — Caliban, 
Has a new master — Get a new man. 

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, hey- 
day, freedom ! 
Ste. O brave monster ! lead the way lExetmi. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Before Prosperous Cell. 

Enter Ferdinand^ bearir^ a log. 

Fer. There be some sports are painful ; but their 
labour 
Delight in them sets oif : some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious ; but 
The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed ; 
And he's composed of harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up. 
Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work ; and says, such base- 
ness 
Had ne'er like Executor. I forget : 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours : 
Most busy- less, when I do it. 

I 

Enter Miranda ; and Prospero at a distance. 

Mira. Alas, now ! pray you. 
Work not so hard : I would, the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile ! 
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Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this bums> 
Twill weep for having wearied you : My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself; 
He's safe for these three hours. 

Fer. O most dear mistress. 
The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

Mira. If you'll sit down, 
I'll bear your logs the while : Pray, give me that; 
I'll carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, precious creature : 
I had rather crack my sinews, break my back. 
Than you should such dishonour undergo. 
While I sit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me 
As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it^ 
And yours against. 

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected ; 
This visitation shews it. 

Mira. You look wearily. 

JPer. No, noble mistress ; 'tis fresh morning witk 
me. 
When you are by at night. I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that I might set it in my prayers,) 
What is your name ? 

Mira. Miranda : — O my father, 
I have broke your best to say so ! 

Fer. Admir'd Miranda 
Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard ; and many a time 
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The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I lik'd several women ; never any 
With so full soul^ but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow^'d^ 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you. 
So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best. 

Mira. I do not know 
One of my sex ; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good friend,, 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 
I am skilUess of; but, by my modesty, 
(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a shape. 
Besides yourself, to like of: But I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
Therein forget. 

Fer. I am, in my condition, 
A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king ; 
(I would, not so !) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak;— 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides. 
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake. 
Am I this patient log-man. 

Mira. Do you love me ? 

Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound. 
And crown what I profess with kind event. 
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If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else i' the world> 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool. 
To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 
Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give ; and much less take. 
What I shall die to want : But this is trifling; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself. 
The bigger bulk it shews. Hence, bashful cunning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 
If not, Fll die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but Fll be your servant. 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest. 
And I thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then i 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : here's my hand. 

Mira. And mine, wi\h my heart in't : And now fare* 
well. 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand ! thousand ! [Exeuni'FEn. and MiB. 

Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be. 
Who are surpriz'd with all ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. Ill to my book ; 
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For yet, ere sapper time, must I perform 

Much business appertaining. [£xtV. 



SCENE IL— Another part of the Island. 

Enter Stephano andTmscvLo ; Caliban following 

with a bottle. 

Ste. Tell not me; — when the butt is out, we will 
drink water ; not a drop before : therefore bear up, 
and board 'em : Servant-monster, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monster ? the folly of this island ! 
They say, there's but five upon this isle ; we are three 
of them ; if the other two be brained like us, the state 
totters. 

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee ; thy 
eyes are almost set in thy head. 

Trin. Where should they be set else ? he were a brave 
monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Ste. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue in 
sack : for my part, the sea cannot drown me : I swam^ 
ere I. could recover the shore, five-and-thirty leagues^ 
oflF and on, by this light. — ^Thou shalt be my lieute- 
nant, monster, or my standard. 

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list; he's no standard. 

Ste. We'll not run, monsieur monster. 

Trin. Nor go neither : but you'll lie, like dogs ; and 
yet say nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou beest 
a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour i Let me lick thy shoe : 
I'll not serve him, he is not valiant. 
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Trin. Thou liest^ most ignorant monster ; I am in 
case to justle a constable : Why^ thou deboshed fish 
thou^ was there ever man a coward^ that hath drunk so 
much sack as I to-day f Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie^ 
being but half a fish^ and half a monster i 

Cat. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, my 
lord ? 

Trin. Lord, quoth he!— that a monster should be 
such a natural ! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr'ythee. 

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head ; if 
you prove a mutineer, the next tree — The poor mon- 
ster's my subject, and he shall not suffer indignity. 

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
To hearken once again the suit I made thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I : kneel and repeat it ; I will stand 
and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariel, invisible. 

Cal. As I told thee 
Before, I am subject to a tyrant ; 
A sorcerer, that by his cunning hath 
Cheated me of this island. 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ! 
I would, my valiant master would destroy thee : 
I do not lie. 

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in hii$ 
tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth. 

IW/i. Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mum then, and no more. — [To Caliban.] Pro^ 
ceed. 

YPL. XVII. M 
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Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 
From me he got it. If thy greatness will 
Revenge it on him — for, I know, thou dar*st; 
But this thing dare not. 

Ste, That's most certain. 
• Cal, Thou shalt be lord of it, and I'll serve thee. 

Ste. How now shall this be compassed ? Can'st thou 
bring me to the party i 

Cal, Yea, yea, my lord ; Fll yield him thee asleep. 
Where thou may'st knock a nail into his head. 

Art. Thou liest, thou canst not. 

Cal. What a pied ninny's this ? Thou scurvy patch !— 
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows. 
And take his bottle from him : when that's gone. 
He shall drink nought but brine; for I'll not shew him 
Where the quick freshes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : interrupt 
the monster one word further, and, by this hand, I'll 
turn my mercy out of doors, and make a stock-fish of 
thee. 

Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothing ; I'll go fur- 
ther off. 

Stt, Didst thou not say, he lied ? 

Art. Thou liest. 

Ste. Do I so ? take thou that. [Strikes Atm.] As you 
like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie : — Out o' your wits, and 
hearing too ? — A pox o' your bottle ! this can sack, and 
drinking do. — ^A murrain on your monster, and the 
devil take your fingers ! 

Cah Ha, ha, ha ! 
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Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Pr'ythee stand 
further off. 

CaL Beat him enough : after a little time^ 
I'll beat him too. 

Sie. Stand further. — Come, proceed. 

CaL Why, as 1 told thee, 'tis a custom with him 
I' the afternoon to sleep : there thou may'st brain hinij 
Having first seiz'd his books ; or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake. 
Or cut his wezand with thy knife : Remember, 
First to possess his books ; for without them 
He's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One spirit to command : They all do hate him^ 
As rooted ly as I : Bum but his books ; 
He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,) 
Which, when he has a house, he'll deck withal> 
And that most deeply to consider, is 
The beauty of his daughter ; he himself 
Calls her a non-pareil : I ne'er saw woman. 
But onlySycorax my dam, and she ; 
But she as far surpasseth Sycoraxj 
As greatest does least. 

Ste, Is it so brave a lass ? 

CaL Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I warrant. 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Sie, Monster, I will kill this maa : hit daughter and 
I will be king and queen ; (save our graces !) andTrin- 
culo and thyself shall be viceroys : — Dost thou like the 
plot, Trinculo i 

Trin. Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy band ; I am sony I beat thee: bul^ 
while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 
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Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 
Wilt thou destroy him then ? 

Sfc. Ay, on mine honour. 

j4ri. This will I tell my master. 

Cal. Thou mak'st me merry : I am full of pleasure ; 
Let us be jocund : Will you troll the catch 
You taught me but while-cre ? 

Ste, At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any 
reason : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. {^Sings. 

Flout 'em, and shout 'em ; and skout 'em, andjlout 'em; 
Thought is free. 

Cal. That's not the tune. 

[ARiEL^/oys the tune on a tabor and pipe. 

Ste. What is this same ? 

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played by tlic 
picture of No-body. 

Ste. If thou beest a man, shew thyself in thy like- 
ness : if thou beest a devil, take't as thou list. 

Trin. O, forgive me my sins ! 

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts : I defy thee : — 
Mercy upon us ! 

Cal. Art thou afeard ? 

Ste. No, monster, not L 

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometime voices. 
That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep. 
Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming. 
The clouds, methought, would open, and shew riches 
Ready to drop upon me ; that^ when I wak'd^ 
I cry*d to dream again. 
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Ste, This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where 
I shall have my music for nothing. 

CaL When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste. That shall be by and by : I remember the story. 

2Vin. The sound is going away : let's follow it, and 
after do our work. 

Sie. Lead, monster; we'll follow. — I would, I could 
see this taborer: he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come ? Til follow, Stephano. {^Exeunt, 
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Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Francisco, and others, 

Gon. By'r lakin, I can go no further, sir; 
My old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed. 
Through forth-rights, and meanders! by your patience, 
I needs must rest me. 

jilon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee. 
Who am myself attach'd with weariness. 
To the dulling of my spirits : sit down and rest. 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd. 
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate seai'ch on land : Well, let him go. 

Ant, I am right glad that he's so out of hope. 

[Audc to Sbbastiak. 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolv'd to effect. 

Seb. The next advantage 
Will we take thoroughly. 
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Ami. Let it be to-night : 
For, now thev are oppress*d with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, ase such vigilance. 
As when thev are fresh. 

m 

Scb. I sav, to-ni^ht : no more. 

Sokmm amd ttramge mmuc; and Prospero abate, inei" 
uhlt. Enter several strange Shapes, bringing in a bath- 
quit ; they dance about it vcith gentle actions of saluta- 
tion ; and, inciting the King, 6^c. to eat, they depart. 

Alon. What harmony is this ? my good friends, hark ! 

Gon. Marvellous sweet music ! 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What were 
these r 

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe. 
That there are unicorns; that, in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix' throne ; one phcenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. ril believe both ; 
And what does else want credit, come to me. 
And ril be sworn 'tis true : Travellers ne'er did lie. 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon. If in Naples 
I should report this now, would they believe me? 
If I should say, [ saw such islanders, 
(For, certes, these are people of the island,) 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note^ 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pro. Honest lord. 



SCENE III. TEMPEST. iQl 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present^ 
Are worse than devils. [Aside. 

Alon. I cannot too much muse^ 
Such shapes^ such gesture^ and such sounds expressing 
(Although they want the use of tongue,) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. Praise in departing. lAside* 

Fran. They vanished strangely. 

Seb. No matter, since 
They have left their viands behind ; for we have sto- 
machs. — 
Will't please you taste of what is here i 

Alon. Not I. 

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear : When we were 
boys. 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging at 

them 
Wallets of flesh f or that there were such men. 
Whose heads stood in their breasts i which now we find. 
Each putter-out on five for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Alon. I will stand to, and feed. 
Although my last : no matter, since I feel 
The best is past : — Brother, my lord the duke. 
Stand too, and do as we. 

Thunder and Ughtning. Enter Abiel, like a harpy, ckqM 
his wings ypon the table, and, with a quaint device, the 
banquet vanishes. 

An. You are three men of sio, whom destiny 
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(That hath to instrument this lower world. 
And what is in't,) the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 

[Seeing Alon. Seb. S^c. draw their swords. 
And even with such like valour, men hang and drown 
Their proper selves. You fools ! I and my fellows 
Are ministers of fate ; the elements. 
Of whom your swords are tempered, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that's in my plume ; my fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable : if you could hurt. 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths. 
And will not be uplifted : But remember, 
(For that's my business to you,) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero ; 
Expos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it. 
Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens'd the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures. 
Against your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me, 
Ling'ring perdition (worse than any death 
Can be at once,) shall step by step attend 
You, and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart's sorrow 
And a clear life ensuing. 

He vaniihes in thunder: then, to $ofi music, enter the 
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Shapes again, and dance with mops andmowes, and carry 
out the table. 

Pro. Inside. 1 Bravely the figure of this harpy hast 
thou 
Performy, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated. 
In what thou hadst to say : so> with good life. 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Tlieir several kinds have done : my high charms work. 
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in my power ; 
And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,) 
And his and my loved darling. 

[Exit Phospero yrom above. 

Gon. F the name of something holy, sir, why stand 
you 
In this strange stare ? 

jilon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 
Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
The wings did sing it to me ; and the thunder. 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper; it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my sou i' the ooze is bedded ; and 
FU seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded. 
And with him there lie mudded. [Exit. 

Seb. But one fiend at a time, 
FU fight their legions o'er. 

jint. Fll be thy second. [Exeufit Seb. and Ant. 

Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their great 
guilt. 
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Like poison given to work a great time after. 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits : — I do beseech you. 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly. 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

Adr. Follow, I pray yon. [Exeuni, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Before Prosperous CeB. 

Enter Prospbro, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 

Pro. If I have too austerely punish'd you. 
Your compensation makes amends ; for I 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life. 
Or that for which I live; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven> 
I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me, that 1 boast her off. 
For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise^ 
And make it halt behind her. 

Fer. I do believe it. 
Against an oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition 
Worthily purchased, take my daughter : But 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd. 
No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall. 
To make this contract grow ; but barren hate, 
Sour-ey'd disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly. 
That you shall hate it both : therefore, take heed. 
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As Hymen's lamps shall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 
For quiet days^ fair issue^ and long life. 
With such love as 'tis now ; the murkiest den. 
The most opportune place, the strong'st suggestion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust ; to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration, 
*When 1 shall think, or Phoebus' steeds are founder'd. 
Or night kept chain'd below. 

Pro. Fairly spoke : 
Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own. — 
What, Ariel ; my industrious servant Ariel ! 

Enter Ariel. 

jiri. What would my potent master ? here I am. 

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such another trick : go, bring the rabble. 
O'er whom I give thee power, here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art; it is my promise. 
And they expect it from me. 

jiri. Presently? 

Pro. Ay, with a twink. 

Ari. Before you can say, Come^ and go. 
And breathe twice ; and cry, so, so ; 
Each one, tripping on his toe. 
Will be here with mop and mowe : 
Do you love me, master i no. 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel : Do not approach. 
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Till thou dost hear me caU. 

Ari. Well, I conceive. [Exit. 

Pro. Look, thou be true ; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein ; the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire i' the blood : be more abstemious. 
Or else, good night, your vow ! 

Fer. I warrant you, sir ; 
The white-cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pro. Well.— 
Now come, my Ariel ; bring a corollary. 
Rather than want a spirit ; appear, and pertly.— 
No tongue; all eyes; be silent. [Sqftmutic, 

A Masque. Enter Iris. 

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ; 
Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep. 
And flat meads thatch 'd with stover, them to keep; 
Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims. 
Which spongy April at thy best betrims. 
To make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy broom 

groves. 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 
Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard ; 
And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard. 
Where thou thyself dost air : The queen o' the sky. 
Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I, 
Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace, . 
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place. 
To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain ; 
Approach, rich Ceres^ her to entertain* 
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Enter Ceres. 

Cer. Hail> many-colour'd messenger^ that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter; 
Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers ; 
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down. 
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; Wliy hatli thy queen 
Summoned me hither, to this short-grass'd-grecn ? 

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate ; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the bless'd lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow. 
If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know. 
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got. 
Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company 
I have forsworn. 

Iris. Of her society 
Be not afraid ; I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-drawD with her : here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid. 
Whose vows are, that no bed-rite shall be paid 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain ; 
Mars's hot minion is retum'd again ; 
Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows. 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows^ 
And be a boy right out. 

Cer. Highest queen of state. 
Great Juno comes; I know her by her gaiti 
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jBn^er Juno. 

Jun. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me^ 
To bless this twain^ that they may prosperous be^ 
And honour'd in their issue. 

SONG. 

Jun. Honour, riches, marriage-blemr^ 

Long continuance, and increasing. 

Hourly joys be still upon you ! 

Juno sings her blessings on you. 
Cer. Earth's increase, and foison phnty. 

Barm, and gamers never empty ; 

Vines, with clustering bunches growing; 

Plants, with goodly burden bowing; 

Spring come to you, at the farthest. 

In the very end of harvest ! 

Scarcity, and want, shall shun you; 

Ceres' blessing so is on you. 

Fer. This is a most majestic vision^ and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Pro. Spirits^ which^ by mine art, 
I have from their confines call'd to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever ; 
So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife. 
Make this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whi^r, and send Itlis on emk 
ployment. 

Pro. Sweet now^ silence ; 
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Juno and Ceres whisper seriously ; 

There's something else to do : hush, and be mute^ 

Or else our spell is marr'd. 

Iris. You nymphs, calFd Naiads, of the wand'ring 
brooks. 
With your sedg'd crowns, and ever-harmless looks. 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons ; Juno does command : 
C!ome, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late* 

Enter certain Nymphs. 

You sun-burn'd sicklemen, of August weary, 
C!ome hither from the furrow, and be merry ; 
Make holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on, 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter certain Reapers, properly habited : they join with 
the Nymphs in a graceful dance ; towards the end 
wA^reo/' Prosper© starts suddenly, and speaks; qfler 
which, to a strange, hollow, and confused fioise, they 
heavily vanish. 

Pro. {Aside.l I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates. 
Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come.— [To the Spirits."] Well done ;— avoid ; — 
no more. 
Fer. This is most strange: your father's in some 
passion 
That works him strongly. 



k. 



SCENE I. TEMPEST. fSOl 

Mira. Never till this day. 
Saw I him touch'd with anger so distempered. 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort. 
As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir : 
Our revels now are ended : these our actors. 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces. 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded. 
Leave not a rack behind : We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. — Sir, I am vex'd ; 
Bear with my weakness; my old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturb'd with my infirmity : 
If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell. 
And there repose ; a turn or two Til walk. 
To still my beating mind. 

Fer. Mira. We wish your peace. \_Exeuni. 

Pro. Come with a thought : — I thank you : — Ariel^ 
come. 

Enter AniEi.. 

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to : What's thy pleasure? 

Pro. Spirit, 
We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Ari. Ay, my conmiander : when I presented Ceres, 
I thought to have told thee of it; but I fear'd. 
Lest I might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these varlets ? 
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Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking; 
So full of valour, that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet : yet always bending 
Toward their project : Then I beat my tabor. 
At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears^ 
Advanced their eye-lids, lifted up their noses. 
As they smelt music; so I charm'd their ears. 
That, calf-like, they my lowing followed, through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and thorns. 
Which enter'd their frail shins : at last I left them 
r the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O'erstunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird ; 
Thy shape invisible retain thou still: 
The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither. 
For stale to catch these thieves. 

JrL I go, I go. [Exit. 

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains. 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; 
And as, with age, his body uglier grows. 
So his mind cankers : I will plague them all. 

Reenter Ariel louden with glistering apparel, S^c. 
Even to roaring : — Come, hang them on this line. 

PnosPERO an<i Ariel remain invisible. Enter Caliban, 
Stephano, a;w?TRiNCULO, all wet. 

Cal. Pray you tread softly, that the blind mole may 
not 
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Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell. 

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a harm- 
less fairy, has done little better than played the Jack 
with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which 
my nose is in great indignation. 

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster i If I should 
take a displeasure against you ; look you, 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still : 
Be patient, for the prize Pll bring thee to 
Shall hood-wink this mischance : therefore, speak softly, 
All's hush'd as midnight yet. 

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool,-^ 

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in that, 
monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : yet this 
is your harmless fairy, monster. 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears 
for my labour. 

Cal. Pr'ythee, my kuig, be quiet : Seest thou here. 
This is the mouth o' the cell : no noise, and enter : 
Do that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 
For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Give me thy hand : I do begin to have bloody 
thoughts. 

Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy Stephano ! 
look, what a wardrobe here is for thee ! 

CaL Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, ho, monster ; we know what belongs to a 
frippery : — O king Stephano ! 
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Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo; by this hand^ I'll 
have that gown. 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it. 

CaL The dropsy drown tliis fool ! what do you mean^ 
To doat thus on such luggage ? Let's along, 
And do the murder first; if he awake. 
From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches ; 
Make us strange stuff. 

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. — Mistress line, is not 
this my jerkin? Now is the jerkin under the Une : now, 
jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove a bald 
jerkin. 

Trin. Do, do : We steal by line and level, and't 
like your grace. 

Ste. I thank thee for that jest ; here's a garment 
for't : wit shall not go unrewarded, while I am king of 
this country : Steal by line and level, is an excellent 
pass of pate ; there's another garment for't. 

Trin, Monster, come, put some lime upon your fin- 
gers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I will have none on't : we shall lose our time. 
And all be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villainous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers ; help to bear this 
away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I'll turn you 
out of my kingdom : go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

Ste. Ay, and this. 

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers Spirits, in shape 
of hounds, and hunt them about; Prospero and 
Ariel setting them on. 
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Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey ! 

Ari. Silver ! there it goes. Silver ! 

Pro. Fury, Fury! there. Tyrant^ there ! hark, hark ! 

[Cal. Ste. and Trin. are driven out. 
Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps; and more pinch-spotted make 

them. 
Than pard, or cat o' mountain. 

Ari. Hark, they roar. 

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly : At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little. 
Follow, and do me service. {Exeunt. 
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ACT. V. 

SCENE L^Be/ore ihc OH o^Prospero. 

E/U€r Prospero m kis magic robes; ami Ariel. 

/^fo. Now does my project gather to a head : 
Mv charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How's the day ? 

^n. On the sixth hoar ; at which time^ my lord, 
YoQ said our work should cease. 

Pro. I did sav so. 
When first I rais'd the tempest. Say^ my spirit. 
How fares the king and his ? 

Jri. Confin*d together 
In the same fashion as you gave in charge ; 
Just as you left them, sir ; all prisoners 
In the lime-grove which weather-fends your cell ; 
They cannot budge, till your release. The king. 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them. 
Brim-full of sorrow, and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him you term'd, sir, JTie good old lord, Gonzalo ; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works 

them. 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 



SCENE I. TEMPEST. 



«0? 



jiri. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine shall. 
Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself. 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply. 
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to thtf 

quick. 
Yet, with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fiiry 
Do I take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent^ 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further : Go, release them, Ariel ; 
My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore^ 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari. I'll fetch them, sir. [ErtV. 

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 
groves ; 
And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him. 
When he comes back ; you demy-puppets, that 
By moon-shine do the green-sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though ye be,) I have be-dimm'd 
The noon-tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds. 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt : the strong-bas'd promontory 
Have I made shake ; and by the spurs pluck'd up 
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Tlie pine and ccrdar : graves, at my command^ 

Have waked their sleepers; oped, and let them forth 

By my so potent art : But this rough magic 

I here abjure: and, when I have requir'd 

Some heavenly music, (which even now I do,) 

To work mine end upon their senses, that 

This airy charm is for. Til break my staffs 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 

And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 

ril drown my book. ^Solemn music. 

Re-enter Ariel: after him, Alonso, with a frantic 
gesture, attetided by Gonzalo ; Sebastian and An- 
TONMo in like manner, attended by Adrian and 
Francisco : they all enter the circle which Prospe- 
Ro had made, and there stand charmed ; which Pros- 
PERo observing, speaks, 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains. 

Now useless, boil'd within thy skull ! There stand. 

For you are spell-stopp'd. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man. 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine. 

Fall fellowly drops. — ^Thc charm dissolves apace ; 

And as the morning steals upon the night. 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason. — O my good Gonzalo, 

ISly true preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him thou folio w'st; I will pay thy graces 

Home, both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 
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Didst tbou^ Alonso, use me and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ; — 

Tliou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebastian. — Flesh and 

bloody 
You brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, 
Expell'd remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian, 
(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,) 
Would here have kill'd your king ; I do forgive thee. 
Unnatural though thou art ! — Their understanding 
Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide 
Will shortly fill the reasonable shores. 
That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them. 
That yet looks on me, or would know me :— Ariel, 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; 

lExit Ariel. 
I will dis-case me, and myself present. 
As I was sometime Milan : — quickly, spirit; 
Thou shalt ere long be free. 

Ariel re-enten, singing, and helps to attire Prospero. 

Ari. Where tlu bee sucks, there suck I; 
In a cowslip's bell I lie : 
There I couch when owls do cry. 
On the bafs back I dojly. 
After summer, merrily : 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now. 
Under the blossom t/uit hangs on the bough. 

Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel : I shall miss 
thee ; 
But yet tliou shall have freedom : so, so, so.— 
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To the king's ship^ invisible as thou art : 

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 

Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain. 

Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 

And presently, I pry'thee. 

jiri, I drink the air before me, and return 
Or e*er your pulse twice beat. [EitY Ariel. 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement- 
Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 

Pro. Behold, sir king. 
The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero : 
For more assurance that a living prince . 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee, and thy company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alon. Whe'er thou beest he, or no. 
Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me. 
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee. 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me : this must crave 
(An if this be at all,) a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs :— But how should Pros* 

pero 
Be living, and be here f 

Pro. First, noble friend. 
Let me embrace thine age ; whose honour cannot 
Be measured, or conflned. 

Gon. Whether this be. 
Or be not, Fll not swear* 
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Pro. You do yet taste 
Some subtilties o' the isle^ that will not let you 
Believe things certain : — Welcome, my friends all r-*- 
But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

[Aside to Seb. and Ant. 
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you. 
And justify you traitors : at this time 
I'll tell no tales. 

Seb. The devil speaks in him. | J[Aside. 

Pro. No : 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault ; all of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know^ 
Thou must restore. 

jilon. If thou beest Prospero, 
Give us particulars of thy preservation : 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were wreck'd upon this shore ; where I have lost, — 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is ! — 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro. I am woe for't, sir. 

jilon. Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Says, it is past her cure. 

Pro. I rather think. 
You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace. 
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid. 
And rest myself content. 

Jlon. You the like loss ? 

Pro. As great to me, as late ; and, portable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you ; for I 
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Have lost my daughter. 
A Ion, A daughter i 

heavens ! that they were living both in Naples, 
The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daugh- 
ter? 
Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire. 
That they devour their reason ; and scarce think 
Their eves do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but, howsoe'er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain. 
That I am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan; who most strangely 
Upon this shore, where you were wreck'd, was landed. 
To be the lord on't. No more yet of this ; 
For 'tis a chronicle of day by day. 
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
This celFs my court : here have I few attendants. 
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 
My dukedom since you have given me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye. 
As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the Cell opens, and (/iscaT^ers Ferdinand 
and Miranda playing at che$8» 

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false. 
Fer, No, my dearest love. 
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I would not for ihe world. 

Mira, Yes, for a score of kingdoms, yoa should 
wrangle. 
And I would call it fair play. 

jllon. If this prove 
A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Seb. A most high miracle ! 

Fer, Though the seas threaten they arc merciful : 
I have cursed them without cause. 

[Feb. kneeh to Alon. 

Jllon, Now all the blessings 
Of a glad father compass thee about ! 
Arise, and say how thou cam'st here. 

Mira. O ! wonder ! 
How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world. 
That has such people in't ! 

Pro. Tis new to thee. 

Jllon. What is this maid, with whom thou wast at 
play ? 
Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us. 
And brought us thus together i 

Fer. Sir, she's mortal ; 
But, by immortal providence, she's mine ; 
I chose her, when I could not ask my father 
For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 
Of whom so oflen I have heard renown. 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life, and second father 
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TIlis lady makes him to mc. 

Alon. I am her's : 
But O^ how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pro. There, sir, stop ; 
Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that's gone. 

Gon. I have inly wept. 
Or should have spoke e*er this. Look down, joq 

gods. 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ; 
For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

Alon. I say. Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy ; and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars : In one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis; 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife. 
Where he himself was lost ; Prospero his dukedom. 
In a poor isle ; and all of us, ourselves. 
When no man was his own. 

Alon. Give me your hands : [7b Fer. and Mir, 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart. 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be't so ! Amen ! 

Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boatswain 

amazedly following. 

O look, sir, look, sir ; here arc more of us ! 
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I prophesied^ if a gallows were on land^ 
This fellow could not drown : — Now, blasphemy. 
That swear'st grace overboard, not an oath on shore ? 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ? 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found 
Our king, and company : the next, our ship, — 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split,— 
Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Jlri. Sir, all this service "^ 

Have I done since I went. > Aside. 

Pro. My tricksy spirit! j 

Alon. These are not natural events ; they strengthen. 
From strange to stranger : — Say, how came you hither ? 

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
Fd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, 
And (how, we know not,) all clapp'd under hatches. 
Where, but even now, with strange and several noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains. 
And more diversity of sounds, all horrible. 
We were awak'd ; straitway, at liberty : 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master 
Capering to eye her : On a trice, so please you. 
Even in a dream, were we divided from them. 
And were brought moping hither. 

Ari. Was't well done f ^ 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt/'^w^- 
be free. ^ 

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod : 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
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Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pro. Sir, my liege. 
Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business ; at pick'd leisure. 
Which shall be shortly, single V\\ resolve you 
(Which to you shall seem probable,) of every 
These happen'd accidents: till when, be cheerful. 
And think of each thing well. — Come hither, spirit ; 

[Aside. 
Set Caliban and his companions free : 
Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares my gra- 
cious sir ? 
There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and 
Trinculo, in their stolen apparel. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man 
take care for himself; for all is but fortune : — Coragio, 
bully-monster, Coragio ! 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in mj 
head, here's a goodly sight. 

Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed ! 
How fine my master is ! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

Seb. Ha, ha ; 
What things are these, my lord Antonio ! 
Will money buy them ? 

Ant. Very like ; one of them 
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords^ 
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Then say, iftheybetrae: — ^This mis-shapen kQave> 

His mother was a witch ; and one so strong 
That could controul the moon; make flows and ebbs^ 
And deal in her command^ without her power : 
These three have robb'd me ; and this demi-devil 
(For he's a bastard one,) had plotted with them 
To take my Jife : two of these fellows you 
Must know, and own ; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

CaL I shall be pinch'd to death. 

jilon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ? 

Seb. He is drunk now : where had he wine ? 

^lon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe : Where should 
thev 
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them? — 
How cam'st thou in this pickle ? 

Trin. I have been in such a pickle^ since I saw you 
last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I 
shall not fear fly-blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano? 

Ste. Of touch me not ; I am not Stephano, but a 
cramp. 

Pro. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah i 

Stc. I should have been a sore one then. 

jilon. This is as strange a thing as e'er I look'd on. 

[PotWiiig to Caliban. 

Pro. He is as disproportion'd in his manners, 
.As in his shape : — Go, sirrah, to my cell ; 
Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

CaL Ay, that I will ; and I'll be wise hereafter. 
And seek for grace : What a thrice-double ass 
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Was I, to take this drunkard for a god. 
And worship this dull fool ! 

Pro, Go to ; away ! 

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found it. 

Seb. Or stole it, rather. 

[Exeunt Cal. Ste. andTitw, 

Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your train. 
To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest 
For this one night ; which (part of it,) I'll waste 
With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away : the story of my life. 
And the particular accidents, gone by. 
Since I came to this isle : And in the morn 
I'll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized ; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. 

jilon. I long 
To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. I'll deliver all ; 
And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales. 
And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel ; — chick, — 
That is thy charge ; then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well ! — [jisidc,'] Please you draw 
near. {ExewU. 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY PROSPERO. 

Now my charms are all overthrown. 
And what strength I havens mine ozsm ; 
Which is most faint ; now, 'tis true, 
I must be here confined by you, 
Or sent to Naples : Let me not. 
Since I have my dukedom got, 
And pardoned the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island, by your spell ; 
But release me from my bands. 
With the help of your good hands. 
Gentle breath of yours my sails 
Must Jill, or else my project fails. 
Which was to please : Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant; 
And my ending is despair, 
Unltss I be relieved by prayer ; 
Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 
As you from crimes zvould pardoned be, 
J jet your indulgence set me free. 
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TWELFTH-NIGHT: 
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WHAT YOU WILL. 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 



Or s I xo, duke of Illyria. 

Sebastian, a young gentleman, brother to Viola. 

Antonio, a sea captain, Jritnd to Sebastian. 

A Sea Captain, friend to Viola. 

Valentine, ) ' 

> gentlemen attending on the duke. 

Sir Toby Belch, uncle of Olivia. 
Sir Andrew Ague-ciieek. 
Malvolio, steward to Olivia. 

Parian, 



TARIAN, "J 

Cloze n^ J 



sejTants to Olivia. 



Olivia, a rich cowUess. 
Viola, in love with the duke. 
Maria, Olivia's woman. 

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and other 

Attendants. 

SCENE, a City in Illyria ; and the Sea-coast near it. 




TWELFTH-NIGHT. 



SPENE I.— ^« Apartmfid in the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Duke, Cubio, Ijords; Muskiam attending. 

Dukt. If music be the food of luvc, play on, 
Givome rxress of it; tliiit, surfeiting, 
Tlic !ij)i>ctitc may sicken^ uiitl so die. — 
Tliat Btruiii ugain ; — it Imd n <lying fiili : 
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O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south. 

That breathes upon a bank qf violets. 

Stealing and giving odour. — Enough; no more; 

Tis not so sweet now, as it was before. 

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou ! 

That, notwithstanding thy capacity 

Receivelh as the sea, nought enters there. 

Of what validity and pilch soever. 

But falls into abatement and low price. 

Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy> 

Hiat it alone is high-fantastical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord i 

Duke. What, Curio ? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that t have : 
O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought, she purg'd the air of pestilence; 
That instant was I turn'd into a hart ; 
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds. 
E'er since pursue me. — How now ? what news from her ? 

£n^er Valentine. 

Fal. So please my lord, I might not be admitted. 
But from her handmaid do return this answer: 
Tlie element itself, till seven years heat. 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk. 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine: all this to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh. 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O, she, that hath a heart of that fine frame. 
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To pay this debt of love but to a brother^ 
How will she love^ when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections else 
That live in her ! when liver^ brain^ and heart. 
These sovereign thrones^ are all supplied^ and filFd^ 
(Her sweet perfections^) with one self king ! — 
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers; 
Love-thoughts lie rich^ when canopied with bowers. 

[Exeunt^ 



SCENE ll.^The Sea Coast. 

Enter Viola^ Captain, and Sailon. 

Vio. What country, friends, is this i 

Cap. lUyria, lady. 

Vio. And what should I do in Ulyria ? 
My brother he is in Elysium. 
Perchance he is not drown'd : — What think yoti, sailors t 

Cap. It is perchance, that you yourself were saved. 

Vio. O my poor brother ! and so, perchance^ may he 
be. 

Cap. True, madam : and, to com fort you with chance. 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split. 
When you, and thai poor number sav'd with you. 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother. 
Most provident in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a strong mast, that lived upon the sea ; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves. 
So lon^ as I could see. 
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Fio. For saying so, there's gold : 
Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope. 
Whereto thy speech serves for authority. 
The like of him. Know'st thou this country i 

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and bom. 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

Fio, Who governs here ? 

Cap, A noble duke, in nature. 
As in his name. 

Fio. What is his name i 

Cap. Orsino. 

Fio. Orsino ! I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bachelor th^n. 

Cap. And so is now. 
Or was so very l^te : for but a month 
Ago I went from hence ; and then 'twas fresh 
In murmur, (as, you know, what great ones do. 
The less will prattle of,) that he did seek 
The love of fair Olivia. 

Fio. What's she ? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since then leaving her 
In the protection of his son, her brother. 
Who shortly also died : for whose dear love. 
They say, she hath abjur'd the company 
And sight of men. 

Fio. O, that I served that lady : 
And might not be delivered to the world. 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow. 
What my estate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compass ; 
Because she will admit no kind of suit. 
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No^ not the duke's. 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain j 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 
I pray thee, and I'll pay thee bounteously, 
Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as, haply, shall become 
The form of my intent. I'll serve this duke ; 
Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him. 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing. 
And speak to him in many sorts of music. 
That will allow me very worth his service. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit ; 
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute Til be : 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see ! 

Fiol 1 thank thee : Lead me on. ^Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— -4 Room in Olivia's House. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, and Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take tiie 
death of her brother thus f I am sure, care's an enemy 
to life. 

Maf. By my troth. Sir Toby, you must come in car* 
lier o'nights ; your cousin, my lady, takes great excep- 
tions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 
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Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the 
modest limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine ? I'll confine myself no finer than I 
am : these clothes are good enough to drink in, and so 
he these boots too ; an they be not, let them hang 
tliemselves in their own straps. 

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you : I 
heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a foolish 
knight, that you brought in one night here, to be her 
wooer. 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-cheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria. 

Mar. What's that to the purpose ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all these du- 
cats; he's a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fye, that you'll say so ! he plays o' the viol- 
de-gambo, and speaks three or four languages word for 
word without book, and hath all the good gifts of na- 
ture. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, — almost natural: for, besides 
that he's a fool, he's a great quarrcUcr : and, but that be 
hath the gift of a coward to allay the gust he hath in 
quarrelling, 'tis thought, among the prudent, he would 
quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels, and sub- 
stractors, that say so of him. Who are they f 

Mar. Tliey that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your company. 

Sir 2b. With drinking healths to my niece; I'll 
drink to lier, as long as there is a passage in my throat. 
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and drink in Ulyria : He's a coward^ and a coystrill, 
that will not drink to my niece^ till his brains turn o' 
the toe like a parish-top. What, wench? Castiliano 
vulgo : for here comes Sir Andrew Ague-face. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Su" Toby Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew. 

Mar. And you too, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost. 

Sir And. What's that ? 

Sir To. My niece's chambermaid. 

Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, I desire better ac- 
quaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, sir. 

Sir And. Good Mistress Mary Accost,— — 

Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost, is, front her, 
board her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 
this company. Is that the meaning of accost? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let part so. Sir Andrew, 'would thou 
might'st never draw sword again. 

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would I might 
never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand ? 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have ; and here's my 
hand. 

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free : I pray you, bring 
your hand to the buttery-bar, and lei it drink* 
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Sir And. Wherefore, sweet heart f what's yonr me- 
taphor ? 

Mar. It's dry, sir. 

Sir And. Why, I think so ; I am not such an ass, but 
I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jest? 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Mar. Ay, sir; I have them at my fingers' ends : marry, 
now I let go your hand, I am barren. [j&riV Maria. 

Sir To. O knight, thou lack'st a cup of canary : When 
did I see thee so put down f 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless you see 
canary put me down : Methinks, sometimes I have no 
more wit than a Christian, or an ordinary man has : 
but I am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An I thought that, Pd forswear it. I'll ride 
home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To. PoMrjMoy, my dear knight? 

Sir And, What is pourquoy? do or not do? I would 
I had bestowed that time in the tongues, that I have 
in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting : O, had I but 
followed the arts ! 

Sir To. Tlien hadst thou had an excellent head of hair. 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair ? 

Sir To. Past question ; for thou seest, it will not curl 
by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't not ? 

Sir To. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a distaflf; 
and I hope to sec a housewife take thee between her 
legs, and spin it off. 
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Sir And. Taith, PU home to-morrow. Sir Toby ; your 
niece will not be seen ; or, if she be, it's four to one 
shell none of me : the count himself here, hard by, 
wooes her. 

iSir To. She'll none o' the count : she'll not match 
above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit; I 
have heard her swear it. Tut, there's life in't, man ! 

Sir And. I'll stay a month longer. I am a fellow o' 
the strangest mind i' the world. J delight in masks and 
revels sometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at these kickshaws, knight f 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be, 
under the degree of my betters ; and yet I will not . 

compare with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight? 

Sir And. 'Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 

Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick, simply 
as strong as any man in Elyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid ? wherefore 
have these gifts a curtain before them ? are they like to 
take dust, like Mistress Mall's picture? Why dost thou 
not go to church in a galliard, and come home in a 
coranto? My very walk should be a jig! I would not 
so much as make water, but in a sink-a-pace. What 
dost thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? I did 
think, by the excellent constitution of thy leg, it was 
formed under the star of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does indifferent well 
in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about some 
revels f 
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Sir To. What shall we do else ? were we not bom 
under Taurus ? 

Sir And. Taurus ? that's sides and heart. 

Sir To. No, sir ; it is legs and thighs. Let me see 
thee caper : ha ! higher : ha, ha ! — excellent ! lExeunt, 



SCENE IV.— ^ Room in the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 

Val. If the duke continue these favours towards 
you, Cesario,~ you are like to be much advanced ; he 
hath known you but three days, and already you are 
no stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in question the continuance of his love ; 
Is he inconstant, sir, in his favours? 
■ Val. No, believe me. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Duke, Who saw, Cesario, ho ? 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou know'st no less but all ; I have unclasp'd 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her ; 
Be not deny'd access, stand at her doors. 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow. 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord. 
If she be so abandoned to her sonow 



k 



SCENE IV. WHAT YOU WILt. £35 

As it is spoke^ she never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous^ and leap all civil bounds^ 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio, Say, I do speak with her, my lord ; What then ? 

Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love. 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith : 
It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth. 
Than in a nuncio of more grave asp6ct« 

Fio. I think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it : 
For they shall yet belie thy happy years. 
That say, thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth, and rubious ; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill, and sound. 
And all is semblative a woman's part. 
I know, thy constellation is right apt 
For this affair : — Some four, or five, attend him ; 
All, if you will ; for I myself am best. 
When least in company : — Prosper well in this. 
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord. 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. I'll do my best. 
To woo your lady : yet, [Aside.'] a barful strife ! 
Whoe'er I woo, myself would be bis wife. {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE V. ---A Room in Oliyia's House. 

Enter Maria^ and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, or 
I will not open my lips, so wide as a bristle may enter, 
in way of thy excuse. My lady will hang thee for thy 
absence. 

Clo. Let her hang me! he, that is well hanged in this 
world, needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He shall see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten answer. I can tell thee where 
that saying was bom, of Ifiar no colours. 

Clo. Where, good Mistress Mary f 

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold to say 
in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have it; and 
those that are fools, let them use their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hanged for being so long ab- 
sent, or, to be turned away ; Is not that as good aa a 
hanging to you f 

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage ; 
and for turning away, let summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are resolute, then ? 

Clo. Not so neither; but I am resolved on two points. 

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold ; or if 
both break, your gaskins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith! very apt. Well, go thy way; 
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty a 
piece of Eve's flesh as any in Illyria. 
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Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that. Here comes 
«iy lady ; make your excuse wisely, you were best. [ JSn'f . 

Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

' Cfo. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good fool- 
ing ! Those wits, that think they have thee, do very 
oft prove fools ; and I, that am sure I lack thee, may 
pass for a wise man : For what says Quinapulus ? Bet- 
ter a witty fool, than a foolish wit. God bless thee, 

lady ! 

OH. Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? Take away the lady. 

Oil. Go to, you're a dry fool ; PU no more of you : 
besides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and good 
-counsel will amend : for give the dry fool drink, then 
is the fool not dry ; bid the dishonest man mend him- 
self; if he mend, he is no longer dishonest ; if he can- 
not, let the botcher mend him: Any thing, that's 
mended, is but patched: virtue, that transgresses, is 
but patched with sin; and sin, that amends, is but 
patched with virtue: If that this simple syllogism will 
serve, so ; if it will not. What remedy ? As there is no 
true cuckold but calamity, so beauty's a flower : — the 
lady bade take away the fool ; therefore, I say again, 
take her away. 

OU. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree !— Lady, Cu- 
cmllus nonfadt monachum ; that's as much as to say, I * 
wear not motley in my brain. Good madonna, give 
me leave to prove you a fool. 

OH. Can you do it ? 

VOL. XVII. p 
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Clo. Dexterously, good madonna. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

Clo, I must catechize you for it, madonna : Good 
my mouse of virtue, answer me. 

Oti. Well, sir, for want of otb^r idleness, HI Tiidc 
your proof. 

Clo, Good madonna, why moum'st thou ? 

Oli, Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Clo. I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

Oli. I know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, madonna, to. mourn for 
your brother's soul being in heaven. — ^Take away the 
fool, gentlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio i doth 
he not mend i 

Mai. Yes ; and shall do, till the pangs of death shake 
him : Infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever make 
the better fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the 
better encreasing your folly ! Sir Toby will be awonij 
that I am no fox; but he will not pass his word for 
two-pence that you are no fool. 

Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio r 

Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such a 
barren rascal ; I saw him put down the other day with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a stone. 
Look you now, he's out of his guard already ; unless 
you laugh and minister occasion to him, he is gagged. 
I protest, I take these wise men, that crow so at these 
set kind of fools, no better than the fools' zanies. 

Oli. O, you are sick of self-love^ Malvolio, and taste 
with a distempered appetite. To be gencrousj guiltless. 
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and of free disposition^ is to take those things for bird- 
boltSj that you deem cannon-bullets : There is no slan- 
der in an allowed fool^ though he do nothing but rail ; 
nor no railing in a known discreet man^ though he do 
nothing but reprove. 

Ch. Now liiercurj endue thee with leasing, for thou 
speakest well of foob ! 

Reenter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentle- 
man, much desires to speak with you. 

0/t. From the count Orsino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not, madam ; 'tis a fair young man, 
and well attended. 

0/t. Who of my people hold him in delay i 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

0/t. Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks nothing 
but madman: Fye on him! [£jiY Maeia.] Go you, 
Malvolio : if it be a suit from the count, I an^ sick, or 
not at home ; what you will, to dismiss it. [£jtV Mal- 
volio.] Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old, 
and people dislike it. 

Clo.Tkon hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy eldest 
son should be a fool: whose skull Jove cram with 
brains, for here he comes, one of thy kin, has a most 
weak pia mater. ^ 

Enter Sir Toby Belch. 

0/t. By mine honour, half drunk. — ^What is he at 
the gate, cousin i 
Sir To. A gentleman. 
Oli. A gentleman i What gentleman i 
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Sir To. Tis a gentlemen here — A plagne o'these 
pickle-henrings ! — How now, sot f 

Clo. Good Sir Toby, 

OIL Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early by 
this lethargy ? 

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lechery : There's one at the 
gate. 

OH. Ay, marry ; what is he f 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care not: 
give me faith, say L Well, it's all one. [£nY, 

OH. What's a drunken man like, fool i 

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman : 
one draught above heat makes him a fool ; the second 
mads him ; and a tliird drowns him. 

OH. (Jo thou and seek the coroner, and let him sit 
o' my coz ; for he's in the third degree of drink, he's 
drown'd : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool shall 
look to the madman. {^Exit Clown. 

Reenter Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will speak 
with you. I told him you were sick ; he takes on him. 
to understand so much, and therefore comes to speak 
with you : I told him you were asleep ; he seems to 
have a fore-knowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
to speak with you. What is to be said to him, lady ? 
he's fortified against any denial. 

OH. Tell him, he shall not speak with me. 

Mai. He has been told so ; and he says, he'll stand 
at your door like a sheriff's post, and be the supporter 
of a bench, but he'll speak with you. 
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OIL What kind of man is he? 

MaL Why^ of man kind. 

OU, What manner of man ? 

MaL Of very ill manner ; he'll speak with you, will 
you, or no. 

OIL Of what personage, and years, is he ? 

MaL Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy ; as a squash is before 'tis a peascod, 
or a codling when 'tis almost an apple : 'tis with him 
e'en standing water, between boy and man. He is 
very well-favoured, and he speaks very shrewishly; 
one would think, his mother's milk were scarce out of 
him. 

Oli. Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman. 

MaL Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit. 

Re-cnter Mabia. 

Oli. Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er my face ; 
We'll once more hear Orsino's embassy. 

Enter Viola. 

Fio. The honourable lady of the house, which is she? 

OH. Speak to me, I shall answer for her: Your will? 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable beau* 
ty, — I pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of the house, 
for I never saw her : I would be loath to cast away my 
speech ; for, besides that it is. excellently well penn'd, 
I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties, let 
me sustain no scorn ; I am very comptible, even to the 
least sinister usage. 

OIL Whence came you, sir ? 
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Fio. I can say little more than I have studied, and 
that question's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 
me modest assurance, if you be the lady of the house^ 
that I may proceed in my speech. 

OH. Are you a comedian ? 

Fio. No, my profound heart : and yet, by the very 
langs of malice, I swear, I am not that I play. Are you 
the lady of the house ? 

OIL If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Fio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp your- 
self ; for what is yours to bestow, is not yours to reserve. 
But this is from my commission : I will on with my 
speech in your praise, and then shew you the heart of 
my message. 

O/i. Come to what is important in't : I forgive you 
the praise. 

Fio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 'tis 
poetical. 

Oli. It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray you, 
keep it in. I heard, you were saucy at my gates ; and 
allowed your approach, rather to wonder at you than 
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you have 
reason, be brief: 'tis not that time of moon with me, 
to make one in so skipping a dialogue. 

Mar. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your way. 

Fio. No, good swabber ; I am to hull here a little 
longer. — Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 

Oli. Tell me your mind. 

Fio. I am a messenger. 

Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliver, 
when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your 
office. 
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Fio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over- 
ture of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the olive 
in my hand : my words are as full of peace as matter. 

OH, Yet you began rudely. What are you ? what 
would you i 

Fio. The rudeness^ that hath appeared in me^ have I 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am^ and what 
I mouldy are as secret as maidenhead: to your ears^ 
divinity ; to any other's^ prophanation. 

Oil. Give us the place alone : we will hear this divi- 
nity. [£xfV Maria.] Now^ sir^ what is your text? 

Fio. Most sweet lady^ 

OH. A comfortable doctrine^ and much may be said 
of it. Where lies your text ? 

Fio. In Orsino's bosom. 

OH. In his bosom i In what chapter of his bosom i 

Fio. To answer by the method, in the first of his 
heart. 

OH. O, I have read it ; it is heresy. Have you no 
more to say ? 

Fio. Good madam, let me see your face. 

OH. Have you any commission from your lord to 
negociate with my face ? you are now out of your text: 
but we will draw the curtain, and shew you the picture. 
Look you, sir, such a one as I was this present : Is*t 
not well done ? lUnvdUng. 

Fio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

OH. Tis in grain, sir; 'twill endure wind and we*- 
iher. 

Fio. Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
I^y> you are the cmel'st she alive^ 
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If you will lead these graces to the grave^ 
And leave the world no copy. 

Oli. O, sir^ I will not be so hard-hearted ; I will give 
out divers schedules of my beauty : It shall be inven- 
toried ^ and every particle^ and utensil, labelled to my 
will : as^ item, two lips indifferent red ; item^ two grey 
eyes, with lids to them ; item, one neck, one chin, and 
so forth. Were you sent hither to 'praise me i 

Vio. I see you what you are : you are too proud ; 
But, if you were the devil, you are fkir. 
My lord and master loves you ; O, such love 
Could be but recompens'd, though you were crown'd 
The non-pareil of beauty ! 

Oli. How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears. 
With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

OU. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love 
him: 
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant. 
And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 
A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him ; 
He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master's flame. 
With such a suffering, such a deadly life. 
In your denial I would find no sense, 
I would not understand it. , 

Oli. Why, what would you ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate.. 
And call upon my soul within the house ; 
Write loyal cantons of contenmed love. 
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And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills^ 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out^ Olivia ! O^ you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earthy 
But you should pity me. 

OIL You might do much : What is your parentage ? 

Fio. Above my fortunes^ yet my state is well : 
I am a gentleman. 

OIL Get you to your lord ; 
I cannot love him : let him send no more ; 
Unless, perchance^ you come to me again^ 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio. I am no fee'd post, lady; keep your purse*; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love : 
And let your fervour, like my master's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty. [Exit. 

OH. What is your parentage ? 
jtbove my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

I am a gentleman. FU be sworn thou art; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit. 
Do give thee five-fold blazon : — Not too fast : — soft ! 

. soft ! 
Unless the master were the man. — How now ? 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague f 
Methinks, I feel this youth's perfections. 
With an invisible and subtle stealth. 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 
What, ho, Malvolio ! — 
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Re-enter Malvolio. 

MaL Here^ madam, at your service. 

0/t. Run after that same peevish messenger. 
The county's man : he left this ring behind him. 
Would I, or not ; tell him, I'll none of it. 
Desire him not to flatter with his lord. 
Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
111 give him reasons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio* 

MaL Madam, I will. [£rt^, 

Oli. I do I know not what : and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 
Fate, shew thy force : Ourselves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed, must be ; and be this so ! [£j£f . 



ACT II. WHAT YOU \TILL« M? 



ACT 11. 

SCENE I.— The Sca-^oast. 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer? nor will you not, 
that I go with you i 

Seb. By your patience, no : my stars shine darkly 
over mc ; the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, 
distemper yours; therefore I shall crave of you your 
leave, that I may bear my evils alone : It were a bad 
recompense for your love, to lay any of them on you. 

jint. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound. 

Seb. No, 'sooth, sir ; my determinate voyage is mere 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you so excellent a 
touch of modesty, that you will not extort from me 
what I am willing to keep in ; therefore it charges me 
in manners the rather to express myself. Yon must 
know of me then, Antonio, my name is Sebastian, 
which I called Roderigo ; my father was that Sebastian 
of Messaline, whom, I know, you have heard of: he 
left behind him, myself, and a sister, both bom in an 
hour. If the heavens had been pleased, 'would we had 
to ended ! but, you, sir, altered that ; for, some hour 
before you took me from the breach of the sea, was my 
sister drowned. 

jint. Alas^ the day ! 
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Seb. A lady^ sir^ though it was said she much resem* 
bled me^ was yet of many accounted beautiful : but^ 
though I could not, with such estimable wonder, over- 
far believe that^ yet thus far I will boldly publish her, 
she bore a mind that envy could not but call fair : she 
is drowned already, sir, with salt water, though I seem 
to drown her remembrance again with more. 

jint. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

jini. If you will not murder me for my love, let me 
be your servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that 
is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not. 
Fare ye well at once : my bosom is full of kindness ; 
and I am yet so near the manners of my mother, that 
upon the least occasion more, mine eyes will tell tales 
of me. I am bound to the count Orsino's court : fare- 
well. [Exit. 

Afit. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee ! 
I have many enemies in Orsino's court. 
Else would I very shortly see thee there : 
But, come what may, I do adore thee so^ 
That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. [Esnt. 



SCENE 11.—^ Street. 

Enter Viola ; MALvoLioybiZotPtng. 

Mai. Were not you even now with the countess Olivia? 

Vio. Even now, sir ; on a moderate pace I have since 
arrived but hither. 

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir ; you might 
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have saved mc my pains, to have taken it away your* 
self. She adds moreover, that you should put your 
lord into a desperate assurance she will none of him: 
And one thing more ; that you be never so hardy to 
come again in his affairs, unless it be to report your 
lord's taking of this. Receive it so. 

Fio. She took the ring of me ; I'll none of it. 

MaL Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her ; and 
her will is, it should be so returned : if it be worth 
stooping for, there it lies in your eye ; if not, be it his 
that finds it. lExii. 

Vio. I left no ring with her : What means this lady f 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm'd her ! 
She made good view of me ; indeed, so much. 
That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her tongue. 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's ring ! why, he sent her none. 
I am the man ; — If it be so, (as 'tis,) 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness. 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it, for the proper false 
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms ! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ; 
For, such as we are made of, such we be. 
How will this fadge ? My master loves her dearly ; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me : 
What will become of this ! As I am man. 
My state is desperate for my master's love; 
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As I am woman^ now alas the day ! 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe i 

O time^ thou must untangle this^ not I ; 

It is too hard a knot for me to untie. [£»!» 



SCENE III.— ^ Room in Olivia's Home. 

'Enter SirToBY Belch, and Sir Andrevit Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bed after 
midnight, is to be up betimes; and diluculo surgerc, 
thou know'st, 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I 
know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To, A false conclusion ; I hate it as an unfilled 
can : To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, 
is early ; so that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go 
to bed betimes. Do not our lives consist of the four 
elements i 

Sir And. 'Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it rather 
consists of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou art a scholar ; let us therefore eat and 
drink. — Marian, I say ! a stoop of wine ! 

Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i'faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts, did you never see the 
picture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breast. I had rather than forty shillings I had such a 
leg ; and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. la 
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sooth^ thou wast in very gracious fooling last nighty 
when thou spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians 
passing the equinoctial of Queubus ; 'twas very good^ 
i'faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy leman ; Hadst it? 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratility; for Malvolio's 
nose is no whipstock : My lady has a white hand, and 
the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses. 

- iStr jind. Excellent ! Why, this is the best fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a song. 

Sir To. Come on ; there is six-pence for you : let's 
have a song. 

Sir And. There's a testril of me too : if one knight 
give a 

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song of good 
life? 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir And. Ay, ay ; I care not for good life. 

SONG. 

Clo. O mistress mine, where are you roaming ? 
O, stay and hear ; your true love's coming. 

That can sii^ both high and low : 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 
Journeys end in hcers' meeting. 

Every wise man's son doth know. 

Sir And. Excellent good, i'faith ! 
Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is lovef 'tis not hereafter ; 
Present mirth hath present laughter 4 
What's to come, is still unsure : 



i 
i 
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In delay there lies no plenty^ ; 
J%en come Ida me, sweet-and-twenty, 
Youth's a ttifff^ will not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight. 

Sir 7b. A contagious breath. 

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i'faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in conta- 
gion. Bijit shall we make the welkin dance indeed i 
Shall we rouse the nightowl in a catch, that will draw 
three souls out of one weaver ? shall we do that ? 

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't : I am dog at a 
catch. 

Clo. By*r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Most certain: let our catch be, I%ou knave. 

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight i I shall be 
constrained in't to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. Tis not the first time I have constrained 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins. Hold 
thy peace. 

Clo. I shall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir A fid. Good, i'faith ! Come, begin. 

[They ripig a catch. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here ! If 
my lady have not called upon her steward, Malvolio^ 
and bid liim turn you out of doors, never trust me. 

Sir To. My lady's a Cataian, we are politicians ; 
Malvolio*s a Peg-a-Ramsey, and Three merry men be 
ire. Am not I consanguineous i am I not of her bloed i 
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Tilly-valley, lady ! There dwelt a man in Babylon, ladif, 
lady ! [Singing. 

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough, if he be dispo* 
Bed, and so do I too ; he does it with a better grace, 
but I do it more natural. 

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December, ^^ [Singing. 

Mar. For the love o' God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio. 

MaL My masters, are you mad ? or what are you ? 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night ? Do you make an 
ale-house of my lady's house, that ye squeak out your 
coziers' catcher without any mitigation or remorse of 
voice i Is there no respect of place, persons, nor time^ 
in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up ! 

MaL Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My la- 
dy bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you as 
her kinsman, she's nothing allied to your disorders. 
If you can separate yourself and your misdemeanours, 
you are welcome to the house ; if not, an it would 
please you to take leave of her, she is very willing to 
bid you farewell. 

Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs be 
gone. 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do shew his days are almost done. 

Mai. Is't even so ? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

VOL. XVII. e 
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Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

MaL This is much credit to you. 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go 9 [Singing. 

Clo. IVhat an if you do 9 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and spare not ? 

Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o'time ? sir, ye lie. — ^Art any more than 
a steward ? Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, 
there shall be no more cakes and ale i 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall be hot 
i'the mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt i'the right. — Go, sir, rub your chain 
with crums : — A stoop of wine, Maria ! 

Mai. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's favour 
at any thing more than contempt, you would not give 
means for this uncivil rule ; she shall know of it, by 
this hand. lExit. 

Mar. Go shake your ears. 

Sir And. Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 
man's a-hungry, to challenge him to the field ; and 
then to break promise with him, and make a fool of 
him. 

Sir To. Do't, knight ; 111 write thee a challenge ; 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; since 
the youth of the count's was to-day with my lady, she 
is much out of quiet. For monsieur Malvolio, let me 
alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay word, 
and make him a common recreation, do not think I 
have wit enough to lie straight in my bed : I know, I 
can do it. 
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Sir To. Possess us^ possess us ; tell us something of 
him. 

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Puritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a 
dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquisite 
reason, dear knight? 

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for't, but I have 
reason good enougli. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan tliat he is, or any thing 
constantly but a time pleaser; an affectioned ass, that 
cons state without book, and utters it by great swarths : 
the best pcrsuad(?d of himself, so crammed/ as he 
thinks, with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith^ 
that all, that look on him, love him ; and on that vice 
in him will my revenge iind notable cause to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do f 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles of 
love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the shape of 
his leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure of his 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he shall find himself 
most feelingly personated : I can write very like my la- 
dy> your niece ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly 
make distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent ! I smell a device. 

Sir And. I hav't in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and that she is 
in love with him. 

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that colour. 

Sir And. And your horse now would make him an 
a-?s. 
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Mar. Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know, my phy- 
sick will work with him. I will plant you two, and 
let the fool make a third, where he shall find the let- 
ter ; observe his constniction of it. For this night, to 
bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. {JExit. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

Sir And. Before me, she's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that 
adores me ; What o' that f 

Sir And. I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight. — ^Thou hadst need send 
for more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul 
way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight ; if thou hast her 
not i'the end, call me Cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it how 
you will. 

Sir To. Come, come ; I'll go bum some sack, 'tis 
too late to go to bed now : come, knight ; come, knight. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— ^ Room in the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me some music : — Now good morrow, 

friends : 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song. 
That old and antique song we heard last night ; 
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Methought^ it did relieve my passion much ; 
More than light airs and recollecled terms^ 

Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : 

Come, but one verse. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, that 
should sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool, that the la- 
dy Olivia's father took much delight in : he is about 
the house. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

\_Exit Curio. — Music. 
Come hither, boy; If ever thou shalt love. 
In the sweet pangs of it, remember me : 
For, such as I am, all true lovers are ; 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 
Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. — How dost thou like this tune? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where love is thron'd. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly : 
My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay'd upon some favour that it loves ; 
Hath it not, boy i 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is't ? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, 
i'faith ? 

Vio. About your years, my lord. 

Duke. Too old, by heaven ; Let still the woman take 
An elder than herself ; so wears she to him. 
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So sways she level in her husband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 
More longing, Avavering, sooner lost and worn. 
Than women's are. 

Fio. I think it well, mv lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger thau thyself. 
Or thy aflfection cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as roses ; whose fair flower. 
Being once display'd, doth fall that very hour. 

Fio. And so they are : alas, that they are so ; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Re-enter Curio, and Clown. 

Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last night : — 
Mark it, Cesario ; it is old, and plain : 
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 
And the free maids, that weave their thread with 

bones. 
Do use to chaunt it; it is silly sooth. 
And dallies with the innocence of love. 
Like the old age. 

Clo. Are you ready, sir i 

Duke. Ay : pr'ythee, sing. [ilfusic. 

SONG. 

Clo. Come away, come away, death, 
And in sad cyprm let me be laid ; 

Fly away,Jiy away, breath ; 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck all withytw^ 
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O, prepare it; 
My part of death no one so true 

Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 
On my black coffin let there be strown ; 

Not a friend, not afrietid greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown : 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover ne'er find my grave. 

To weep there. 

Duke. There's for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains> sir ; I take pleasure in singings sir. 

Duke, ril pay thy pleasure then. 

Cib. Truly^ sir^ and pleasure will be paid, one time 
or another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee; and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for 
thy mind is a very opal ! — I would have men of such 
constancy put to sea, that their business might be eve- 
ry thing, and their intent every where ; for that's it, 
that always makes a good voyage of nothing. — Fare- 
well. [Exit Clown. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. 

[Exeunt Curio and Attendants. 
Once more, Cesario, 

Get thee to yon' same sovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
PrisECs not quantity of dirty lands ; 
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The parts Uiat fortune hath bestow'd upon her. 
Tell lier, I hold as giddily as fortune ; 
But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems, 
Tliat nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

/7o. But, if she cannot love you, sir ? 

Duke. I cannot be so answer'd. 

lio. \Sooth, but you must. 
Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is. 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her so; Must she not then be answer'd i 

Duke. There is no woman's sides. 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big, to hold so much : they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite, — 
No motion of the liver, but the palate,— 
That suffer surfeit, cloynient, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea. 
And can digest as much : make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me. 
And that I owe Olivia. 

fio. Ay, but I know, — 

Duke. What dost thou know f 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owcc 
In faith, they are as tme of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man. 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I should your lordship. 

Duke. And what's her history ? 

Vio. A blank, my lord : She never told her love. 
But lei concealment, like a worm i'the bud. 



k 



SCENE V. WHAT YOU WILL. • -^ SGl 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought ; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 
She sat like patience on a monument. 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 
We men may say more, swear more : but, indeed. 
Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Hukt. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. I am all the daughters of my father's house. 
And all the brothers too ; — and yet I know not :— 
Sir, shall I to this lady f 

Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 
To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say. 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [^Exeuni, 



SCENE v.— Olivia's Garden, 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Aguechbei^ 

and Fabian. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I'll come ; if I lose a scruple of this spor^ 
let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Would'st thou not be glad to have the nig* 
gardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable 
shame? 

Fab. I would exult, man : you know, he brought 
me out of favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again ; 
and we will fool him blaok and blue : — Shall we not, 
sir Andrew ? 
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Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

Enter Mahia. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain : — How now, 
my nettle of India i 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree : Malvo- 
lio's coming down this walk ; he has been yonder i'the 
sun, practising behaviour to his own shadow, this 
half hour : observe him, for the love of mockery ; for, 
I know, this letter will make a contemplative ideot of 
him. Close, in the name of jesting ! \Tht men hide 
themselves.'] Lie thou there; [throws down a letter.^ 
for here comes the trout that must be caught with 
tickling. [Exit Maria. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. 'Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria once 
told me, she did affect me : and I have heard herself 
come thus near, that, should she fancy, it should be 
one of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a 
more exalted respect, than any one else that follows 
her. What should I think on't i 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue ! 

Fab. O, peace ! Contemplation makes a rare turkey- 
cock of him ; how he jets under his advanced plumes ! 

Sir And. 'Slight, I could so beat the rogue ! — 

Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mai. To be count Malvolio ; — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace ! 
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MaL There is example for' t ; theladyoftheslrachy 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fab. O, peace ! now he's deeply in ; look, how ima- 
gination blows him. 

MaL Having been three months married to her, sit- 
ting in my state, — 

Sir To. O, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye ! 

MaL Calling my officers about me, in my branched 
velvet gown ; having come from a day-bed, where \ 
left Olivia sleeping : 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace ! 

MaL And then to have the humour of state : and 
after a demure travel of regard, — telling them, I know 
my place, as I would they should do theirs, — to ask 
for my kinsman Toby : 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace ! now, now. 

MaL Seven of my people, with an obedient start^ 
make out for him : I frown the while ; and, perchance, 
wind up my watch, or play with some rich jewel. 
Toby approaches ; court'sies there to me : 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with 
cars, yet peace. 

MaL I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my 
familiar smile with an austere regard of control : 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'the 
lips then i 

MaL Saying, Cousin Toby, my fortunes having cast mt 
on your niece, give me this jirerogativc of speech : — 
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Sir To. What, what ? 

MaL You must amend your drunkenness. 

Sir To. Out, scab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our 
plot. 

Mai. Besides, you waste the treasure of your time with 
afoolisli knight ; 

Sir And. Tliat's me, I warrant you. 

Mai. One Sir Andrew : 

Sir And. I knew, 'twas I ; for many do call me fool. 

Mai. What employment have we here ? 

[Taking up the letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humours inti- 
mate reading aloud to him ! 

Mai. By my life, this is my lady's hand : these be 
her very Cs, her C7's, and her Ts ; and thus makes she 
her great P's. It is, in contempt of question, her hand. 

.Sir And. Her Cs, her U\ and her jTs : Why that ? 

MaL [readsJ] To the unknown beloved, this, and my 
good wishes : her very phrases ! — By your leave, wax. — 
Soft! — and the impressure her Lucrece, with which 
she uses to seal : 'tis my lady : To whom should this 
be? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mai. {reads.'\ Jove knows, I love : 

But who ? 
Lips do not move. 
No man must know. . 
No man must know. — What follows i the numbers al- 
tered! — No man must know: — If this should be thee^ 
Malvolio i 
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Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 

Mai. / mai/ comfnand, where I adore : 
But silence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore; 
M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. 

Fab. A fustian riddle ! 

Sir To. Excelleiit wench, say I. 

Mai. M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. — Nay, but first, 
let me sec, — let me see, — let me see. 

Fab. What a dish of poison has she dressed him ! 

Sir To. And with what wing the stannyel checks at 
it! 

Mai. I may command where I adore. Why, she may 
command me ; I serve her, she is my lady. Why, 
this is evident to any formal capacity. There is no 
obstruction in this; — ^And the end, — ^What should 
that alphabetical position portend i if I could make 
that resemble something in me, — Softly !— Jlf, O, ji, 
I.— 

Sir To. O, ay ! make up that : — ^he is now at a cold 
scent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't, for all this, though it 
be as rank as a fox. 

MaL M, — Malvolio ; — M, — why, that begins my 
name. 

Fab. Did not I say, he would work it out i the cur 
is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M, — But then there is no consonancy in the 
sequel ; that suffers under probation : A should follow, 
but O does. 

Fab. And O shall end, I hope« 
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Sir To. Ay, or Til cudgel him, and make him cry, 
O. 

MaL And then I comes behind ; 

Fab. Ay, an you had an eye behind you, you might 
see more detraction at your heels, than fortunes before 
you. 

Mai. M, O, A, I ; — This simulation is not as the 
former ; — and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow 
to me, for every one of these letters are in my nam^ 
Soft ; here follows prose. — If this fall into thy hand, 
revolve. In my stars I am above thee ; but be not afraid 
of greatness : Some are bom great, some achieve greatnesSf 
and some have greatness thrust upon them. Thy fates open 
their hands ; let thy blood and spirit embrace them. Atid, 
to inure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy hum-- 
ble slough, and appear fresh. Be opposite with a kins^ 
man, surly with servants : let thy tongue tang arguments 
of state ; put thyself into the trick of singularity : She thus 
advises thee, tliat sighs for thee. Remember who commend^ 
ed thy yellow stockings ; and wished to see thee ever cross- 
gartered : I say, remember. Go to ; thou art made, if 
thou desirest to be so ; if not, let me see thee a steward 
still, the fellow of scrviatits, and not worthy to touch for- 
tune's fngers. Farewell. She that would alter services 
with thee, 

Thefortunate-unhappif. 
Day-light and champian discovers not more: this is 
open. I will be proud, I will read politic authors, 1 
will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, 
I will be point-de-vice, the very man. I do not now 
fool myself, to let imagination jade me : for every rea- 
son excites to this, that my lady loves me. She did 
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commend my yellow stockings of late^ she did praise 
my leg being cross-gartered ; and iu this she manifests 
herself to my love^ and^ with a kind of injunction^ 
drives me to these habits of her liking. I thank my 
stars^ I am happy. I will be strange^ stout^ in yellow 
stockings^ and cross-gartered^ even with the swiftness 
of putting on. Jove, and my stars be praised ! — Here 
is yet a postscript. Thou canst not choose but knoic who 
I am. If thou ailcrtainest my love, Itt it appear in thy 
Sfuiliftg ; thy smiles become thee well : therefore in my pre- 
seiue still smile, dear my sweet, Iprfthce, Jove, I thank 
thee. — I will smile; I will do every thing that thou 
wilt have me. [Exit. 

Fab, I will not give my part of this sport for a pen- 
sion of thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wencli for this device: 

Sir And, So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry Avith her^ but such 
another jest. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o' my neck? 

Sir And. Or o' mine either? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at trsiy-trip, and 
become thy bond-slave f 

Sir And. Pfaith, or I cither. 

Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream, 
that, when the image of it leaves him, he must run 
mad. 

Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon him? 
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Sir To. Like aqua-vitas with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the sporty 
mark his first approach before my lady : he will come 
to her in yellow stockings^ and 'tis a colour she abhors ; 
and cross-gartered^ a fashion she detests ; and he will 
smile upon her^ which will now be so unsuitable to her 
disposition^ being addicted to a melancholy as she is, 
that it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt : 
if you will see it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar^ thou most excellent 
devil of wit ! 

Sir And. I'll make one too. [JSxeioil. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.— Olivia's Garden. 

Enter Viola^ and Clown with a tabor. 

Fio. Save thee^ friend^ and thy music : Dost thoa 
live by thy tabor ? 

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church. 

Fio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No such matter, sir ; I do live by the church : 
for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand by 
the church. 

Fio. So thou may'st say, the king lies by a beggaf, 
if a beggar dwell near him : or, the church stands by 
thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the church. 

Clo. You have said, sir. — To see this age ! — A sen- 
tence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit; How 
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward ! 

Fio. Nay, that's certain ; they, that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore, my sister had had no name, 
•ir. 

Fio. Why, man ? 

Clo. Why, sir, her name's a word ; and to dally with 
that word, might make my sister wanton : But, indeed^ 
words are very rascals, since bonds disgraced them. 

Fio. Thy reason, man ? 

VOL. XVII. B 
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Clo, Trolli, sir, I can yield you none without words ; 
and words arc grown so false, I am loath to prove rea- 
son with them. 

P'io. I warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and carest 
for nothing. 

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something; but in my 
conscience, sir, I do hot care for you : if that be to 
care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you in- 
visible. 

rio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir ; the lady Olivia has no folly : 
she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married; and fools 
are us like husbands, as pilchards are to herrings, the 
husband's the bigger ; I am, indeed, not her fool, but 
her cornipter of words. 

Fio. I saw thee late at the count Orsino's. 

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb, like the 
sun ; it shines every where. I would be sorry, sir, but 
the fool should be as oft with your master, as with my 
mistress : I think, I saw your wisdom there. 

Fio. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I'll no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expences for thee. 

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send 
thee a beard ! 

Fio. By my troth, I'll tell thee ; I am almost sick for 
one : though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is 
thy lady within? 

Clo. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir? 

Fio. Yes, being kept together, and put to use. 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir^ to 
bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

Fio. I understand you, sir; 'tis well begg'd. 
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Cfo. The matter^ I hope, is not great, sir, beg^ng 
but a beggar; Cressida was a beggar. My lady is 
within, sir. I will construe to them whence you come; 
who you are, and what you would, are out of my 
welkin: I might say, element; but the word is over- 
worn. [Bjft. 

Vio. This fellow's wise enough to play the fool ; 
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 
He must observe their mood on whom he jests. 
The quality of persons, and the time ; 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice. 
As full of labour as a wise man's art : 
For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit ; 
But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit. 

Enter 5ir Toby Belch and iS}> Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To, Save you, gentleman. 

Fio, And you, sir. 

Sir And. Dicu vous garde, monsieur. ^ 

Vio. Et vous aussi ; voire serviteur* 

Sir And, I hope, sir, you are ; and I am yours. 

Sir Tq, Will you encounter the house ? my niece is^ 
desirous you should enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir : I mean, she is 
the list of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than I 
understand what you mean by bidding me taste my 
legs. 

Sir To. I mean to go, sir, to enter. 
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Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance : But 
we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Most excellent accomplished lady^ the heavens rain 
odours on you ! 

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier ! 12am odourz! 
well. 

Vio, My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 
most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchsafed : — 111 get 
'em all three ready. 

Oil. Let the garden door be shut, and leave me to 
my hearing. 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maeia. 
Give me your hand, sir. 

Fio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

Oli. What is your name ? 

Fio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 

Oli. My servant, sir ! Twas never merry worlds 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment: 
You are servant to the count Orsino, youth. 

Fio. And he is yours, and his must needs be yours; 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

Oli. For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
'Would they were blanks, rather than fiU'd with me ! 

Fio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf: — 

Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you ; 
I bade you never speak again of him : 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that. 
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Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady^ 

OH. Give me leave^ I beseech you : I did send^ 
After the last enchantment you did herCji 
A ring in chase of you ; so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 
Under your hard construction must I sit. 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours: What might you 

think ? 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake. 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your re- 
ceiving 
Enough is shown ; a Cyprus, not a bosom. 
Hides my poor heart : So let me hear you speak. 
Fio. I pity you. 
Oli, That's a degree to love. 
Vio. No, not a grise ; for 'tis a vulgar proofs 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

Oli. Why, then, methinks, 'tis time to smile again : 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 
If one should be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf? [Clack strikes. 
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. — 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you : 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest. 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies your way, due west. 

Fio. Then westward-hoe : 
Grace, and good disposition 'tend your ladyship ! 
You'll nothing, madam^ to my lord by me i 
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OIL Stay : 
I pr'ythee, tell me, what thou think'st of me. 

Vio. That you do think, you are not what you arc. 

01%. If I think so, I think the same of you. 

Vio, Then think you right ; I am not what I am. 

OH. \ would, you were as I would have you be ! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am, 
I wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
A murd'rous guilt shows not itself more soon 
Than love that would seem hid : love's night is noon* 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring. 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride. 
Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause. 
For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause : 
But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter : 
Love sought is good, but given unsought, is better. 

Via. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth. 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam ; never more 
Will I my master's tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again : for thou, perhaps, may'st move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

[Exema, 



SCENE II. WHAT YOU WILL. 275 



SCENE II. — A Room in Olivia's Home. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, 

and Fabian. 

Sir And, No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason. 

Fab, You must needs yield your reason, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And, Marry, I saw your niece do more favours 
to the count's serving man, than ever she bestowed 
upon me; I saw't i'the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? tell me 
that. 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to- 
ward vou. 

Sir And. 'Slight ! will you make an ass o' mc ? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reason. 

Sir lb. And they have been grand jury-men, since 
before Noah was a sailor. 

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in your sight, 
only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse valour, 
to put fire in your heart, and brimstone m your liver: 
You should then have accosted her ; and with some 
excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you should have 
banged the youth into dumbness. This was looked for 
at your hand, and this was baulked : the double gilt of 
this opportunity you let time ^ash off*, and you are 
now sailed into the north of my lady's opinion ; where 
you will hang like an icicle on a Dutchman's beard. 
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unless you do redeem it by some laudable attempt^ 
either of valour, or policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, it must be with valour; 
for policy I hate : I had as lief be a Brownist, as a po- 
litician. 

Sir To. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the 
basis of valour. Challenge me the count's youth to 
fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my niece 
shall take note of it : and assure thyself, there is no 
love-broker in the world can more prevail in maii'« 
commendation with woman, than report of valour. 
Fab. There is no way but this. Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 
him? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand ; be curst and 
brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent, and 
full of invention : taunt him with the licence of ink : 
if thou tfu)u*8t him some thrice, it shall not be amiss ; 
and as many lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper, al- 
though the sheet were big enough for the bed of Ware 
in England, set 'em down; go, about it. Let there 
be gall enough in thy ink ; though thou write with a 
goose-pen, no matter : About it. 
Sir And. Where shall I find you ? 
Sir To. We'll call thee at the cubiculo : Go. 

[£j}V Sir Andrew. 
Fab. This is a dear manakin to you. Sir Toby. 
Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad ; some two 
thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him: but 
you'll not deliver it. 
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Sir To. Never trust me then ; and by all means stir 
on the youth to an answer. I thinks oxen and wain- 
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he 
were opened, and you find so much blood in his liver 
as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the rest of the 
anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his visage 
no great presage of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look, where the youngest wren of nine 
comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh your- 
selves into stiches, follow me : yon' gull Malvolio is 
turned heathen, a very renegado ; for there is no Chris- 
tian, that means to be saved by believing rightly, can 
ever believe such impossible passages of grossness. He's 
in yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered ? 

Mar. Most villainously ; like a pedant that keeps a 
school i'tbe church. — I have dogged him, like his mur- 
derer : He does obey every point of the letter that I 
dropped to betray him. He does smile his face into 
more lines, than are in the new map, with the augmen- 
tation of the Indies : you have not seen such a thing 
as His ; I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I 
know my lady will strike him ; if she do, he'll smile, 
and take't for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

lExeuni. 
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SCENE IIL— ^ Street. 

Enter A^TOsio and Sebastian. 

Seb, I would not, by my will, have troubled you ; 
But,, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

jlnt. I could not stay behind you ; my desire. 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth; 
And not alt love to see you, (though so much. 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,) 
But jealousy what might befall your travel. 
Being skilless in these'parts ; which to a stranger, 
Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhospitable : My willing love. 
The rather by these arguments of fear. 
Set forth in your pursuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 
I can no other answer make, but thanks. 
And thanks, and ever thanks : Often good turns 
Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay : 
But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm. 
You should find better dealing. What's to do i 
Shall we go sec the reliques of this town f 

-4/1^. To-morrow, sir; best, first, go see your lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night ; 
I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame. 
That do renown this city. 

Ant. 'Would, you'd pardon me ; 
I do not without danger walk these streetjs : 



8CBNX III. WHAT TOU WILL. £79 

Once^ in a sea-fight^ 'gainst the count his gallies^ 

I did some service; oPsuch note^ indeed^ 

That^ were I ta'en here^ it would scatce be answered. 

Seb, Belike^ you slew great number of his people. 

jint. The offence is not of such a bloody nature ; 
Albeit the quality of the time^ and quarrel^ 
Might well have given us bloody argument. 
It might have since been answer'd in repaying 
What we took from them ; which^ for traffic's sake. 
Most of our city did : only myself stood out : 
For which, if I be lapsed in this place, 
I shall pay dear. 

Seb, Do not then walk too open. 

jint. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here's my purse; 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 
Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet. 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your know* 

ledge. 
With viewing of the town ; there shall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purse ? 

jlnt. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase ; and your store, 
I think, is not for idle markets, «ir. 

Seb. I'll be your purse-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To the Elephant.--^ 

Seb. I do remember. {Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV.~Olivia's Garden. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Oli, I have sent after him : He says he'll come ; 
How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him i 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd orborrow'd. 

I speak too loud. 

Where is M alvolio ? — he is sad and civil. 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes ; — 

Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar. He's coming, madam ; 
But in strange manner. He is sure possess'd. 

Oli. Why, what's the matter ? does he rave i 

Mar. No, madam. 
He does nothing but smile : your ladyship 
Were best have guard about you, if he come ; 
For, sure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

Oli. Go call him hither. — I'm as mad as he. 
If sad and merry madness equal be. — 

Enter Malvolio. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho. {^Smiles fantastically. 

OH. Smil'st thou ? 
I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady i I could be sad : This does make 
some obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering: 
But what of that i if it please the eye of one, it is with 
me as the very true sonnet b : Plea$c one, and please 
all. 




SCENE XV. WHAT YOU WtLt. 281 

on. Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the matter 
with thee ? 

MaL Not black in my mind, though yellow in my 
legs : It did come to his hands, and commands shall 
be executed. I think, we do know the sweet Roman 
hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

MaL To bed? ay, sweet-heart; and I'll come to 
thee. 

Oli, God comfort thee ! Why dost thou smile so, 
and kiss thy hand so oft ? 

Mar, How do you, Malvolio ? 

MaL At your request? Yes; Nightingales answer 
daws. 

Mar, Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness 
before my lady ? 

Mai. Be not afraid of greatness : — Twas well writ. 

Oli, What meanest thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Some are born great, — 

Oli, Ha ! 

Mai. Some achieve greatness, — 

OH, What say'st thou ? 

Mai. Jind some have greatness thrust upon them, 

OH. Heaven restore thee ! 

Mai. Remember, who commended thy yellow stockings; — 

Oli. Thy yellow stockings ? 

Mai. Jind wished to see thee cross^artered, 

Oli. Cross-gartered? 

Mai. Go to : thou art made, if thou desirest to be so;-^ 

Oli. Am I made ? 

Mai. If not, let me see thee a servant still. 

Oli. Why, this is very midsummer madness. 
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Enter Servant. 

Ser, Madam, the young gentleman of the count Or- 
aino's is returned; I could hardly entreat him back: 
he attends your ladyship's pleasure. 

OH. I'll come to him. [EjiV Servant.'] Good Maria^ 
let this fellow be looked to. Where's my cousin Toby? 
Let some of my people have a special care of him ; I 
would not have him miscarry for the half of my dowry, 

^Exeunt Olivia and Maria. 

Mai. Oh, ho ! do you come near me now ? no worse 
man than Sir Toby to look to me i lliis concurs di- 
rectly with the letter : she sends him on purpose, that ^ 
I may appear stubborn to him; for she incites me to 
that in the letter. Cast thy humble slough, says she ; — 
be opposite with a kinsman, surly with servants, — let thy 
tongue tang with arguments of state, — put thyself into the 

trick of singularity ; and, consequently, sets down 

the manner how ; as, a sad face, a reverend carriage, a 
slow tongue, in the habit of some sir of note, and iso 
forth. I have limed her ; but it is Jove's doing, and 
Jove make me thankful! And, when she went away 
now. Let this fellow be looked to : Fellow! not Malvo- 
lio, nor after my degree, but fellow. Why, every thing 
adheres together; that no dram of a scruple, no scru- 
ple of a scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe 
circumstance, — What can be said ? Nothing, that can 
be, can come between me and the full prospect of my 
hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he 
is to be thanked. 
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Rt'Cnter Maria^ with Sir Toby Belch, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity i 
If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion 
himself possessed him, yet Til speak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is : — How is't with you, sir? 
how is't with you, man ? 

Mai. Go off; I discard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vate ; go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within him ! 
did not I tell you ? — Sir Toby, ray lady prays you to 
have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha ! does she so i 

Sir To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we must deal 
gently with him ; let me alone. How do you, Malvo- 
lio ? how is't with you f What, man ! defy the devil : 
consider, he's an enemy to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil, how he 
takes it at heart ! Pray God, he be not bewitched ! 

Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-moiTow morn- 
ing, if I live. My lady would not lose him for more 
than I'll say. 

MaL How now, mistress? 

Mar. O lord ! 

Sir To. Pr'y thee, hold thy peace ; this is not the 
way : Do you not see, you move him ? let me alone 
with him. 

Fab. No way but gentleness; gently, gently: the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 
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Sir To. Whj^ how now^ my bawcock i how dost thou, 
chuck i 

Mai. Sir ? 

Sir To. Aj, Biddy^ come with me. What, man ! 
'tis not for gravity to play at cherry*pit with Satan : 
Hang him^ foul collier ! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers ; good Sir Toby; 
get him to pray. 

Mai. My prayers, minx i 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godli* 
ness. 

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all ! you are idle shallow 
things : I am not of your element ; you shall know 
more hereafter. [£rt/* 

Sir To. Is't possible ? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I couUL 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of 
the device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now ; lest the device take air, 
and taint. 

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room, and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that be is 
mad ; we may carry it thus, for our pleasure, and his 
penance, till our very pastime, tired out of breath, 
prompt us to have mercy on him : at which time, we 
will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for a 
finder ef madmen. But see, but see. 
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Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here's the challenge^ read it; I warrant, 
there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't so saucy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is it, I warrant him : do but read. 

Sir To, Give me. [TJeflrfs.] Youth, whatsoever thou 
art, thou art but a scurvy fellow. 

Fab. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, why 
I do call thee so, for I will show thee no reason for't. 

Fab. A good note : that keeps you from the blow of 
the law. 

Sir To. Thou comest to the lady Olivia, and in my sight 
she uses thee kindly : but thou liest in thy throat, that is 
not the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense-less. 

Sir To. / will way-lay thee going home ; where if it be 
thy chance to kill me, 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou killest me like a rogue and a villain. 

Fab. Still you keep o'the windy side of the law : Good. 

Sir To. Fare thee well; afid God have mercy upon one 
of our souls ! He may have mercy upon mine ; but my hope 
is better, and so look to thyself Thy friend as thou usest 
him, and thy sworn enemy. Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: 
ni give't him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion fort; he is now 
in some commerce with my lady^ and will by and by 
depart. 

VOL. XVII. s 



'2S6 mCLFTH-MCHT: OB, ACT III. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew ; scoat me for him at the 
comer of the orcbard, like a bam-bailiff: so soon as 
ever thou seest him, draw ; and, as thoa drawest, swear 
horrible ; for it comes to pass oft, that a terrible oath, 
with a swaggering accent sharply twanged off, gives 
manhood more approbation than ever proof itself would 
have earned him. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. [Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter: for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
good capacity and breeding; his employment between 
his lord and my niece confirms no less ; therefore this 
letter, being so excellently ignorant, will breed no ter- 
ror in the youth, he will find it comes from a clodpole. 
But, sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of mouth; 
set upon Ague-cheek a notable report of valour : and 
drive the gentleman, (as, I know, his youth will aptly 
receive it ) into a most hideous opinion of his rage, 
skill, fury, and impetuosity. This will so fright them 
both, that they will kill one another by the look, like 
cockatrices. 

Enter Ohivik ami Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece; give them 
way, till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid 
message for a challenge. 

[Exeunt Sir To-RY, Fabian, and Maria. 

OH. I have said too much unto a heart of stone. 
And laid mine honour too unchary out : 
Tliere's something in me, that reproves my fault ; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is. 
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That it but mocks reproof. 

Fio. With the same 'haviour that your passion bears^ 
Go on my master's griefs. 

Oil. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my picture ; 
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow. 
What shall you ask of me, that I'll deny ; 
That honour, sav'd, may upon asking give ? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my master. 

0/t. How with mine honour may I give him that^ 
Which I have given to you i 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

0/j. Well, come again to-morrow : Fare thee well ; 
A fiend, like thee, might bear my soul to hell. [£rt/. 

Re-enter Sir Toby Belch, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee toH : of 
what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, I know 
not; but thy intercepter, full of despight, bloody as 
the hunter, attends thee at the orchard end : dismount 
thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy assailant 
is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio. You mistake, sir ; I am sure, no man hath any 
quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwise, I assure you : there- 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your opposite hath in him what youth, 
strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish man withaL 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he ? 
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Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unbacked rapier, 
and on carpet consideration ; but he is a devil in pri- 
vate brawl: souls and bodies hath he divorced three; 
and his incensement at this moment is so implacable, 
that satisfaction can be none but by pangs of death and 
sepulchre : hob, nob, is his word ; give't, or take't. 

T'io. I will return again into the house, and desire 
some conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of some kind of men, that put quarrels purpose- 
ly on others, to taste their valour : belike, this is a man 
of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itself out 
of a very competent injury : therefore, get you on, and 
give him his desire. Back you shall not to the house, 
unless you undertake that with me, which with as 
much safety you might answer him : therefore, on, or 
strip your sword stark naked ; for meddle you must, 
that's certain, or forswear to wear iron about you. 

Tio. This is as uncivil, as strange. 1 beseech you, 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight 
what my offence to him is ; it is something of my ne- 
gligence, uothing of my purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, stay you by 
this gentleman till my return. [Exit Sir Toby. 

Via. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know, the knight is incensed against you, 
even to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the cir- 
cumstance more. 

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 
proof of his valour. He is indeed, sir, the most skil- 
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fill, bloody, and fatal opposite that you could possibly 
have found in any part of Illyria : Will you walk to- 
wards him ? I will make your [>eace with him, if I can. 
Fio. I shall be much bound to you for't : I am one, 
that would rather go with sir priest, than sir knight : 
I care not who knows so much of my mettle. [Exeuni. 

Re-enter Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew. 

Sir To, Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not 
seen such a virago. I had a pass with him, rapier, 
scabbard, and all, and he gives me the stuck-in, with 
such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and on 
the answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit the 
ground they step on : They say, he has been fencer to 
the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle witli him. 

Sir To, Ay, but he will not now be pacified : Fabian 
can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And, Plague on't ; an I thought he had been 
valiant, and so cunning in fence, I'd have seen him 
damned ere I'd have challenged him. Let him let 
the matter slip, and I'll give him my horse, grey Ca- 
pilet. 

Sir To. I'll make the motion : Stand here, make a 
good show on't ; this shall end without the perdition 
of souls : Marry, I'll ride your horse as well as I ride 
you. [^Aiide. 

■ 

Re-enter Fabian and Viola. 
I have his horse [to Fab.] to take up the quarrel; I 
have persuaded him, the youth's a devil. 
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Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and pants, 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There's no remedy, sir ; he will fight with 
you for his oath sake : marry, he had better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds that now scarce to be 
worth talking of: therefore draw, for the supportance 
of his vow ; he protests, he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me! A little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Inside. 

Fab. Give ground if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, sir Andrew, there's no remedy; the 
gentleman will, for his honour's sake, have one bout 
with you : he cannot by the duello avoid it : but he 
has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a soldier^ 
he will not hurt you. Come on ; to't. 

Sir jlnd. Pray God, he keep his oath ! \^Draw9. 

Enter Antonio. 

Fio. I do assure you, 'tis against my will. \^Draw$. 

Ant. Put up your sword ; — If this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [DravDing^ 

Sir To. You, sir ? why, what are you ? 

Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 

\Draw9. 

Enter two Officers. 

Fab. O good sir Toby, hold ; here come the officers. 
Sir 3b. I'll be with you anon. [To Antonio. 
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Fto, Pray, sir, put up your sword, if you please. 

[To Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir ; — and, for that I pro- 
mised you, I'll be as good as my word : He will bear 
you easily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

1 Off. No, sir, no jot ; I know your favour well. 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. — 
Take him away ; he knows, I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey. — ^This comes with seeking you ; 
But there's no remedy ; I shall answer it« 
What will you do i Now my necessity 
Makes me to ask you for my purse : It grieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you. 
Than what befals myself. You stand amaz'd ; 
But be of comfort. 

2 Off. Come, sir, away. 

Ant. I must entreat of you some of that money. 

Vio. What money, sir ? 
For the fair kindness you have shew'd me here. 
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble. 
Out of my lean and low ability 
111 lend you something : my having is not much; 
111 make division of my present with you : 
Hold, there is half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 
Is't possible, that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion f Do not tempt my misery, 
I^est that it make me so unsound a man. 
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As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

J'io. 1 know of none ; 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Thau lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 
Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

jlnt. O heavens themselves ! 

£ Off*. Come, sir, I pray you, go, 

jint. Let me speak a little. This youth that yon 
see here, 
I snatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ; 

Reliev'd him with such sanctity of love, 

And to his image, which, methought, did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 

1 Off. What's that to us ? The time goes by ; away. 

jint. But, O, how vile an idol proves this god !— 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.< — 
In nature there's no blemish, but the mind ; 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind : 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous-evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflourish'd by the devil. 

1 Off. The man grows mad ; away with him. 
Come, come, sir. 

^nt. Lead me on. 

^Exeunt Officers with Antoni#. 

Vio. Methinks, his words do from such passion fly. 
That he believes himself; so do not I. 
Prove true, imagination, O, prove true. 
That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you ! 

Sir To. Come hither, knight ; come hither, Fabian ; 
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we'll whisper o'er a couplet or two of most sage sawt. 

Vio. He nam'd Sebastian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass ; even such, and so. 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament. 
For him I imitate : O, if it prove. 
Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love ! 

lExit. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hare : bis dishonesty appears, in leaving 
his friend here in necessity, and denying him; and for 
his cowardship, ask Fabian. 

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religious in 
it. \ 

Sir And. 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To. Do, cuflf him soundly, but never draw thy 
9Word. 

Sir And. An I do not, — [Exit. 

Fab. Come, let's see the event. 

Sir 2b, I dare lay ai\]r money, Hwill be nothing yet. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.—The Stred before Olivia's House. 

Enter Sebastian and Clown. 

Ch. Will you make me believe, that I am not sent 
fbr you ? 

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow ; 
Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out, i'faith ! No, I do not know you ; 
nor I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid you come 
speak with her ; nor your name is not master Cesario ; 
nor this is not my nose neither. — Nothing, that is so, 
is so.- 

Seb. I pr'y thee, vent thy folly somewhere else ; 
Thou know'st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly ! He has heard that word of 
some great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly ! I am afraid this great lubber, the world, 
will prove a cockney. — I pr'ythee now, ungird thy 
strangeness, and tell me what I shall vent to my lady; 
Shall I vent to her, that thou art coming i 

Seb. I pr'ythee, foolish Greek, depart from me ; 
There's money for thee ; if you tarry longer, 
I shall give worse payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand :— These 
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wise men, that give fools money, get themselves a 
good report after fourteen years purchase. 

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And, Now, sir, have I met you again ? there's 
for you. [Striking Sebastian. 

Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there : 
Are all the people mad ? [Beatir^ Sir, Audhew^ 

Sir To. Hold, sir, or Til throw your dagger o'er the 
house. 

% Clo. This will I tell my lady straight: I would not 
be in some of your coats for two-pence. 

[Exit Clown. 

Sir To. Come on, sir : hold. 

[Holding Sebastian. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, Fll go another way to 
work with him ; Fll have an action of battery against 
him, if there be any law in lUyria : though I struck 
him first, yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. ComCj^ 
my young soldier, put up your iron : you are well 
fleshed come on. 

Seb, I will be free from thee. What would'st thou 
now? 
If thou dar'st tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

[Dravn. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[Dram. 
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Enter Olivia. 

OH. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 

Sir To. Madam i 

Oli. Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious wretch. 
Fit for the mountains, and the barbarous caves. 
Where manners ne'er were preach 'd! out of my sight ! 

Be not offended, dear Cesario : 

Rudesby, be gone ! — I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house ; 
And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
May'st smile at this : thou shalt not choose but go ; 
Do not deny : Beshrew his soul for me. 
He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What relish is in this i how runs the stream i 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream : — 
Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep ; 
If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep ! 

Oli. Nay, come, I pr'ythee: 'Would thou'dst be 
rul'd by me ! 

Seb. Madam, I will 

OH. O, say so, and so be ! ^Exeunt. 
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SCENE 11. — A Room in Olivia's House. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and this 
beard ; make him believe, thou art Sir Topas the cu- 
rate; do it quickly : I'll call sir Toby the whilst. 

Clo, Well, ril put it on, and I will dissemble my- 
self in't ; and I would I were the first that ever dis- 
sembled in such a gown. I am not fat enough to be- 
come the function well ; nor lean enough to be 
thought a good student: but to be said, an honest 
man, and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly, as to say, 
a careful man, and a great scholar. The competitors 
enter. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria. 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies, sir Toby : for as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily said 
to a niece of king Gorboduc, ITuit, tliat is, is : so I, be- 
ing master parson, am master parson : For what is that, 
but that ? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him, sir Topas. 

Clo. What, boa, I say, — Peace in this prison ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave. 

Mai. [in an inner chamber^] Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit Mal- 
volio the lunatic. 

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas, good sir Topas, go to my 
lady. 
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Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest thou this 
man i talkest thou nothing but of ladies ? 

Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

MaL Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged: 
good sir Topas, do not think I am mad ; they have 
laid me here in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Fye, thou dishonest Sathan ! I call thee by the 
most modest terms ; for I am one of those gentle ones^ 
that will use the devil himself with courtesy : Say'st 
thou, that house is dark ? 

Mai. As hell, sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows transparent as bar- 
ricadoes, and the clear stones towards the south-north 
are as lustrous as ebony ; and yet complainest thou of 
obstruction ! 

Mai. I am not mad, sir Topas ; I say to you, this 
house is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou errest : I say, there is no dark- 
ness, but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled, 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mai. I say, this house is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say, 
there was never man thus abused : I am no more mad 
than you are ; make the trial of it in any constant 
question. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, concerning 
wild-fowl i 

Mai. That the soul of our grandam might haply in* 
habit a bird. 

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion f 

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way approve 
his opinion. 
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Clo. Fare thee well : Remain thou still in darkness : 
thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras^ ere I will 
allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock, lest 
thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam. Fare thee 
well. 

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas, — 

Sir To. My most exquisite sir Topas ! 

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou might'st have done this without thy 
beard, and gown ; he sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou findest him : I would, we were well 
rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently deli- 
vered, I would he were ; for I am now so far in offence 
with my niece, that I cannot pursue with any safety 
this sport to the upshot. Come by and by to my 
chamber. [Exeunt Sir Toby and Mabia. 

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, 

Tell me how iky lady does. [Singing, 

Mai. Fool, — 

Clo. My lady is unkind, perdy. 

Mai. Fool, — 

Clo. Alas, why is she so ^ 

Mai. Fool, I say ; — 

Clo. She loves another — ^Who calls, ha ? 

Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and pa- 
per : as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful to 
thee for't. 

Clo. Master Malvolio ! 

MaL Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits i 
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MaL Fool, there was never raan so notoriously abu- 
sed : I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well ? then you arc mad, indeed, if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

MaL They have here propertied me; keep me in 
darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and do all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo, Advise you what you say ; the minister is here.— 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore! en- 
deavour thyself to sleep, and leave thy vain bibbie 
babble. 

MaL Sir Topas, 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. — 
Who, I sir ? not I, sir. God b'wi'you, good sir Topas. — 
Marry, amen. — I will, sir, I will. 
MaL Fool, fool, fool, I say, — 
Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? I am 
shent for speaking to you. 

MaL Good fool, help me to some light, and some 
paper ; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any man 
in Illyria. 

Clo. Well-a-day, — that you were, sir ! 
MaL By this hand, I am : Good fool, some ink, pa- 
per, and light, and convey what I will set down to my 
lady ; it shall advantage thee more than ever the bear- 
ing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to*t. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit ? 
MaL Believe me, I am not ; I tell thee true, 
Ch. Nay, Fll ne'er believe a madman, till I see his 
brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

1 
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MaL Fool, 111 requite it in the highest degree: I 
pr'ythee, be gone. 

Clo. I am gone, sir, 

And anon, nr, 
ril be with you again. 
In a trice. 
Like to the old vice. 
Your need to sustain ; 

Who with dagger of lath. 
In his rage and his wrath. 

Cries, ah, ha ! to the devil : 
Like a mad lad. 
Pare thy nails, dad, 

Adieu, goodman drivel. [Exit. 



SCENE III.— Olivia's Garden. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun ; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel't, and see't : 
And though His wonder that enwraps me thus. 
Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio then i 
I could not find him at the Elephant : 
Yet there he was ; and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 
His counsel now might do me golden service : 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense^ 
That this may be some error, but no madness^ 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse^ 

VOL. XVII. T 
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That I am ready to distrust mine eyes. 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 

To any other trust, but that I am mad. 

Or else the lady's mad ; yet if 'twere so. 

She could not sway her house, command her followers. 

Take, and give back, affairs, and their despatch. 

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing. 

As, I perceive, she does : there's something in't. 

That is deceivable. But here comes the lady. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

OU. Blame not this haste of mine : If you mean 
well. 
Now go with me, and with this holy man> 
Into the chantry by : there, before him. 
And underneath that consecrated roof. 
Plight me the full assurance of your faith; 
That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace : He shall conceal it. 
Whiles you are willing it shall come to note; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. — What do you say ? 

Seb. I'll follow this good man, and go with yon ; 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

OIL Then, lead the way, good father; ^And the 

heavens so shine, 
Tliat they may fairly note this act of mine ! [Examt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— The Street before Olivia's House. 

Enter Clown and Fabian. 

Fab. Now, as thou lovest me, lei me see his letter. 

Clo. Good master Fabian, grant me another re- 
quest. 

Fab. Any thing. 

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter. 

Fab. That is, to give a dog, and, in recompense, de^ 
cire my dog again. 

Enter Duke, Viola, and Attendants. 

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends f 

Clo. Ay, sir ; we are some of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well ; How dost thou, my good 
fellow f 

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worse for my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass of 
me ; now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass : so that 
by my foes, sir, I profit in the knowledge of myself; 
and by my friends I am abused : so that, conclusions 
to be as kisses, if your four negatives make your two 
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affirmatives, why, then the worse for my friends, and 
the better for my foes. 

Duke, Why, this is excellent. 

Clo, By my troth, sir, no ; though it please you to 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me ; there's 
gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double-deahng, sir, I would 
you could make it another. 

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this 
once, and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a dou- 
ble-dealer ; there's another. 

Clo. Primo, secundo, tertio, is a good play ; and the 
old saying is, the third pays for all : the triplex, sir, ig 
a good tripping measure ; or the bells of St Bennet, sir> 
may put you in mind ; One, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at 
this throw : if you will let your lady know, I am here 
to speak with her, and bring her along with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I come 
again. I go, sir; but I would not have you to think^ 
that my desire of having is the sin of covetousness : but, 
as you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will awake 
it anon. [ExzV Clown. 

Enter Antonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 
Duke. That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet, when I saw il last, it was bcsmcar'd 
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As black as Vulcan^ in the smoke of war : 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of. 

For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizable ; 

With which such scathful grapple did he make 

With the most noble bottom of our fleet. 

That very envy, and the tongue of loss, 

Cry'd fame and honour on him. — ^What's the matter ? 

1 Off*. Orsino, this is that Antonio, 
That took the Plioinix, and her fraught, from Candy ; 
And this is he, that did the Tiger board. 
When your young nephew Titus lost his leg : 
Here in the streets, desperate of shame, and state. 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir ; drew on my side ; 
But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me, 
I know not what 'twas, but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thief ! 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies. 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so dear. 
Hast made thine enemies i 

Ant. Orsino, noble sir. 
Be pleas'd that I shake off these names you give me ; 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate. 
Though, I confess, on base and ground enough, 
Orsino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 
That most ingrateful boy there, by your side. 
From the rude sea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was : 
His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love, without retention, or restraint. 
All his in dedication : for his sake. 
Did I expose myself, pure for his love. 
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Into the danger of this adverse town; 

Drew to defend him^ when he was beset : 

Where being apprehended^ his false cunning, 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger,) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance. 

And grew a twenty-years-removed thing. 

While one would wink ; denied me mine own purse. 

Which I had recommended to his use 

Not half an hour before. 

Vio. How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town i 

Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for three months before^ 
(No interim, not a minute's vacancy,) 
Both day and night did we keep company^ 

Enter Olivia and Attendants. 
Duke. Here comes the countess ; now heaven walk^ 



on earth.- 



But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madness : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 
But more of that anon. Take him aside. 

on. What would my lord, but that he may not 
have. 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam ? 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, 

Oli. What do you say, Cesario ? Good my lord,— ^ 

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me. 

Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord. 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 
As howling after music. 
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Duke. Still so cruel f 

OH. Still so constant^ lord. 

Duke. What ! to perverseness ? you uncivil lady. 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull'st offerings hath breath'd out. 
That e'er devotion tendered ! What shall I do ? 

OH. Even what it please my lord, that shall become 
him. 

Duke. Why sliould I not, had I the heart to do it. 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death. 
Kill what I love; a savage jealousy. 
That sometime savours nobly ? — But hear me this: 
Since you to non-regardtmce cast my faith. 
And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws me from niy true place in your favour. 
Live you, the marbled-breasted tyrant, still ; 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love. 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly. 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye. 
Where he sits crowned in his master's spite. — 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in mischief: 
I'll sacrifice the lamb that I do love. 
To spite a raven's heart within a dove. [Going. 

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly. 
To do vou rest, a thousand deaths would die. 

[Folhwing. 

on. Where goes Cesario ? 

Vio. After him I love. 
More than I love these eyes, more than my life. 
More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife : 
If I do feign, you witnesses above. 
Punish my life, for tainting of my love ! 
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OIL Ab me^ detested ! how am I beguil'd ! 

Fto, Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong f 

OIL Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long? — 
Call forth the holy father. [Exit an Attendant. 

Duke. Come away. [lb Viola. 

OIL Whither, my lord ? — Cesario, husband, stay. 

Duke. Husband i 

Oli. Ay, husband ; Can he that deny ? 

Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 

Vio. No, my lord, not I. 

OH. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear. 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ; 
Be that thou know'st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'st. — O, welcome, father I 

Re-enter Attendant and Priest. 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before ^tis ripe,) what thou dost know^ 
Hath newly past between this youth and me. 

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love. 
Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands. 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings ; 
And all the ceremony of this comp&ct 
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grav^ 
I have travelled but two hours. 

Duke. O, thou dissembling cub ! what wilt thou be. 
When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case i 



8CENB I. WHAT YOU WILL. SOQ 

Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow. 
That thine own trip shall he thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet, 

Vio. My lord, I do protest, 

OH, O, do not swear ; 
Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fean 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, with his head broke. 

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon ; send one 
presently to Sir Toby. 

Oli. What's the matter f 

Sir And. He has broke my head across, and has 
given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of 
God, your help : I had rather than forty pound, I were 
at home. 

Oli, Who has done this. Sir Andrew ?. 

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cesario : we 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incai- 
dinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario ? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is : — You broke my 
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was set on to 
do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you speak to me ? I never hurt you : 
You drew your sword upon me, without cause ; 
But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
hurt me ; I think, you set nothing by a bloody cox- 
comb. 
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Enter Sir Toby Belch^ drunk, ltd by the Clown. 

Here comes Sir Toby halting, you shall hear more: but 
if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled yoa 
othergates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is't with you ? 

Sir To. That's all one; he has hurt me, and there's 
the end on't. — Sot, did'st see Dick surgeon, sot? 

Clo. O he's drunk. Sir Toby, an hour agone ; his eyes 
were set at eight i'the morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue. After a passy-measure, 
or a pavin, I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him : Who hath made this havoc 
with them ? 

Sir And. I'll help you. Sir Toby, because we'll be 
dressed together. 

Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave ? a thin-faced knave, a gull \ 

Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 
^Exeunt Clown, Sir Toby, and Sir Anobew. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kinsman ; 
But, had it been the brother of my blood, 
I must have done no less, with wit, and safety. 
You throw a strange regard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but so late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per* 
sons: 
A natur^ perspective, that is, and is not. 
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Seb, Antonio^ O my dear Antouio ! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me. 
Since I have lost thee. 

jdnt. Sebastian are you ? 

Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio ? 

jlnt. How have you made division of yourself ?--• 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

OH. Most wonderful ! 

Seb, Do I stand there? I never had a brother: 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature. 
Of here and every where. I had a sister. 
Whom the blind waves and surges have devoured : — 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [To Viola, 

What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? 

Fio. OfMessaline: Sebastian was my father; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too. 
So went he suited to his watery tomb : 
If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fright us. 

Seb. A spirit I am, indeed ; 
But am in that dimension grossly clad. 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
I should my tears let fall upon your cheek. 
And say — ^Thrice welcome, drowned Viola ! 

Fio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And so had mine. 

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her birtH 
Had number'd thirteen years. 

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul ! 
He finished^ indeed, his mortal act. 
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That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both. 
But this my masculine usurp'd attire, 
IX) not embrace me^ till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump. 
That I am Viola : which to confirm, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town. 
Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv'd, to serve this noble count : 

All the occurrence of mv fortune since 

» 

Hath been between this lady, and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : 

[To Olivia. 
But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid ; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived. 
You arc betroth'd both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz'd ; right noble is his blood. — 
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 
I shall have share in this most happy wreck : 
Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times, 

ITo Viola. 
Tliou never should'st love woman like to me. 

Tlo, And all those sayings will I over-swear; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul. 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night. 

Duke, Give me thy hand ; 
And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds. 

tlo. The captain, that did bring me first on shore. 
Hath my maid's garments : he, upon some action. 
Is now in durance ; at Malvolio's suit. 
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A gentleman^ and follower of my lady's. 

OH, He shall enlarge him : — Fetch Malvolio hither :— 
And yet, alas, now I remember me. 
They say, poor gentleman, he's much distract. 

Re-enter Clown, with a letter. 

A most extracting frenzy of mine own 

From my remembrance clearly banish'd his. — 

How does he, sirrah f 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the stave'i 
end, as well as a man in his case may do : he has here 
writ a letter to you, I should have given it you to-day 
morning ; but as a madman's epistles are no gospel, so 
it skills not much, when they are delivered. 

on. Open it, and read it. 

Clo. Look then to be well edified, when the fool de- 
livers the madman : — By the Lord, madam, — 

OH. How now ! art thou mad ? 

Clo. No, madam, I do but read madness : an your 
ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you must allow 
vox. 

OH. Pr'ythee, read i'thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, madonna ; but to read his right wits, 
is to read thus : therefore perpend, my princess, and 
give ear. 

OH. Read it you, sirrah. [To Fabian. 

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, madam, you rvrong me, 
and the world shall know it : though you have put me into 
darkness, and given your drunken cousin rule over me, yet 
have I the benefit of my senses as well as your ladyship. I 
have your own letter that induced me to the semblance I 
put on ; with the which I doubt nol but to do myself much 
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right, or you much shame. Think of me as you please. I 
kavc my duty a Uttle unthought of, and speak out of my 
injury. The madly used Malvolio. 

on. Did he write this ? 

do. Ay^ madam. 

Duke. This savours not much of distraction. 

Oil. See him deliver'd, Fabian ; bring him hither. 

[Exit Fabian. 
My lord, so please you, these things further thought on. 
To think me as well a sister as a wife. 
One day shall crown the alliance on't, so please yod. 
Here at my house, and at my proper cost. 

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your offer.— 
Your master quits you; \To Viola.] and, for your 

service done him. 
So much against the mettle of your sex, 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding. 
And since you call'd me master for so long. 
Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be 
Your master's mistress. 

Oli. A sister ? — ^you are she. 

Reenter Fabian, with Malvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

Oli. Ay, my lord, this same : 
How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong. 
Notorious wrong. 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio ? no. 

Mai. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that letter : 
You must not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase; 
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Or say, 'tis not your seal, nor your invention t 
You can say none of this : Well, grant it then. 
And tell me, in the modesty of honour. 
Why you have given me such clear lights of favour; 
Bade me come smiling, and cross-garter'd to you. 
To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : 
And, acting this in an obedient hope. 
Why have you suffer'd me to be imprison'd. 
Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest. 
And made the most notorious geek, and gull. 
That e'er invention play'd on ? tell me why. 

Oil. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 
Though, I confess, much like the character : 
But, out of question, 'tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was she 
First told me, thou wast mad ; then cam'st in smilidg, 
And in such forms which here were presuppos'd 
Upon thee in the letter. Pr'y thee, be content : 
This practice hath most shrewdly pass'd upon thee } 
But, when we know the grounds and authors of it. 
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fab, Good madam, hear me speak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come. 
Taint the condition of this present hour. 
Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it shall not, 
Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby, 
Set this device against Malvolio here. 
Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd against him : Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance ; 
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In recompense whereof^ he hath married her. 
How with a sportful malice it was foliow'd. 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 
If hat the injuries be justly weighed. 
That have on both sides past. 

Oli. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ! 

Cfo. Why, some are bom greats some achieve greatness, 
and some have greatness thrown upon them. I was one, 
sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, sir ; but that's all 
one: — By the Lord, fool, lam not mad; But do you 
remember ? Madam, why laugh you at such a barren ras^ 
cal? an you smile not, he^sgagg'd: And thus the whir- 
ligig of time brings in his revenges. 

MaL ril be revenged on the whole pack of you. 

lExit. 

OH, He hath been most notoriously abus*d. 

Duke, Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace :— 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
When that is known and golden time convents^ 
A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls — Mean time, sweet sister. 
We will not part from hence. — Cesario, come ; 
For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 
But, when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsino's mistress, and his fancy's queen. {^ExeusU. 

SONG. 

Clo. TVhen tluxt I was and a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho,, tlie wind and the rain, 
A foolish thing was but a toy. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 
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But when I came to man's estate, 
With Iiey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

^Gainst knave and thief men shut their gate, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came, alas ! to tmve. 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

By swaggering could I never thrive. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came unto my bed. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

IVith toss-pots still had drunken head. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

A great while ago the world begun. 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain. 

But thafs all one, our play is done. 
And we'll strive to please you every day. [Ea;Jt* 



END OF VOLUME SEVENTEENTH. 
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